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Mrs. ANNE KILLIGREW, 

Y\ AUGHTERof Henry Killigrew, Mafler 
•*^ of the Savoy^ and one of the Prebendaries of 
JVeJlminJler^ was born in London a {hort time before 
the Reftoration of King Charles the Second. 

Her fuperior genius being improved by a polite 
education, flie made a great proficiency in the arts 
of Poetry and Painting; and had it pleafed Provi- 
dence to have prolonged her life, (he might probably 
have rivalled the greateft mafters in each. She drew 
a portrait of King James the Second and his Queen ; 
which pieces, as well as her poetry, are highly ap- 
plauded by Mr. Dry den. She alfo drew fevcral other 
pieces, and the reader will here find that flie fome- 
times employed her quill and her pencil on the fame 
fubjc6t 

But this Lady's virtues were not inferior to her 
genius, and recommended her as Maid of Honour to 
the Duchefs of York, She died of the Small-Pox in 
her 25th year, and was buried in St, John 3aptifl'$ 
Chapel in the Savoy Holpilal. Her death was la- 
mented in a long ode by Mr. Dryden^ whence I 
(hall tranfcribe three lines, as they alfo do honour 
to another female charadler. 

But thus Orinda died. 

Heav'n^ ly the fame difeafe^ did both tranjlate^ 

yfs e^t^al were their foulsj fo equal was their fate. 
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Mrs. y^NJVE KILLIGREPT. 
The COMPLAINT of a LOVER. 

E E S T thou yonder craggy, rock, 

Whofe head o'er-looks thefwelling main, 
Where never fhepherd fed his flock. 
Or careful peafant fow'd his grain. 

No wholfome herb grows on the fanie. 

Or bird of day will on it reft ; 
'Tis barren as the hopelels flame, 

That fcorches my tormented breaft. 

B 2 




4 Mrs. K I L L I G R E W- 
Deep underneath a cave does lie, 

Th* entrance hid with difmal yew. 
Where Phoebus never fliew'd^his eye. 

Or chearful day yet pierced through. 

In that dark melancholy cell, 

(Retreat and folace to my woe) 
Love, fad defpair, and I, do dwell. 

The fprings from whence my griefs do flow. 

Treacherous lore that did appear, 

(When he at firft approach'd my heart) 

Dreft in a garb far from feverc. 

Or threat'ning ought of future fn\^. 

So innocent thofe charms then feem'd. 

When Rofalinda firft I fpy'd. 
Ah ! who would them have deadly deem'd ? 

But flowVs do often ferpents hide. 

Beneath thofe fweets concealed lay. 

To love the cruel foe, difdain. 
With which (alas) ihe does repay 

My conftant and deferving pain. 

When I in tears have fpent the night, 

With fighs I uflicr in the fun. 
Who never faw a fadder fight 

In all the courfes he has run. 
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» 

Sleep, which to others cafe does prove^ 

Comes unto me, alas, in vjun : 
For in my dreams I am in love. 

And in them too {be does difdain. 

Some times, t' amufc my forrow, I 

Unto the hollow rocks repair. 
And loudly to the echo cry, 
Ah ! gentle nymph, come eale my care. 

Thou who, times paft, a lover wert. 

Ah ! pity me, who now am fo. 
And by a fenfe of thine own finart^ 

Alleviate my mighty woe. 

Come flatter then, or chide my grief; 

Catch my laft words, and call me fool ; 
Or fay {he loves for my relief; 

My paifion either footh, or fchool. 

LOVE, 

The SOUL of P O E T R Y, 

WH E N firft Alexis did in verfe delight, 
His mufe in low, but graceful numbers walk'd, 
And now and then a little proudly ftalk'd ; 

But never aim'd at any noble flight : 
The herds, the groves, the gentle purling ftreams. 
Adorned his fong, and were his hiojlicft <l\^\xv^^* 

B3 



6 Mrs. K I L L I G R E W. 

But love thefe thoughts, like mifts, did foon difperict 
Enlarged his fancy, and fct free his mufe. 
Bidding him more illuilrious fubje£b choofe ; 

The a£b of Gods, and God-like men rehearft. 
From thence new raptures did his brcaft infpirc. 
His fcarce-warm heart converted was to fire. 

Th* exalted poet rais'd by this new flame. 
With vigour flies, where late he crept along; 
And a6fe divine, in a diviner fong. 

Commits to the eternal trump of fame. 
And thus Alexis does prove love to be. 
As the world's foul, the foul of poetry. 

St. JOHN BAPTIST, 

Painted by herfelf in the Wilderness, with Angels 
appearing to him, and with a Lamb by him. 

TH E fun's my fire, when it does ihine. 
The hollow fpring's my cave of wine. 
The rocks and woods afford me meat; 
This Lamb and I on one di(h eat : 
The neighbouring herds my garments fend, 
My pallet the kind earth doth lend : 
Excefs and grandeur 1 decline. 
My aflbciates only arc divine. 
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HERODIA's DAUGHTER 

Prefenting to her Mother St. Johns Head in a Charger, 
alio painted by herfelf. 

BEHOLD, dear mother, who was late our fear, 
DifarmM and harmlcfs, I prefent you here ; . 
The tongue ty*d up, that made all Jury quake, 
And which fo often did our greatnefs Ihake ; 
No terror fits upon his awful brow. 
Where fiercenefsreign'd, there calmnefs triumphs nowi 
As lovers ufe, he gazes on my face. 
With eyes that languifli, as they fu'd for grace j 
Wholly fubdu'd by my viSorious charms. 
See how his head repofes in my arms. 
Come, join then with me in my jufl: tranfport. 
Who thus have brought the hermit to the court.^ 

Upcn the faying that my Verses were made 
by another. 

NEXT heav'n my rows to thee (O facred MuTe) 
I ofFer'd up, nor didft thou them rcfufe. 
O Queen of verfe, faid I, if thou*lt infpire. 
And warm my foul with thy poetic fire. 
No love of gold {hall {hare with thee my heart. 
Or yet ambition in my breaft have part. 
More rich, more noble I will ever hold 
The Mufcs laurd, than a crown of gcA4» 
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An undivided facrifice Til lay 

Upon thine sJtar, foul and body pay ; 

Thou fhalt my plcafure, my employment be, 

My all ni make a bolocauft to thee. 
The Deity that ever does attend 

Prayers fo fincere, to mine did condefcend. 

I writ, and the judicious prais'd my pen : 

Could any doubt enfuing glory then ? 

What pleafing raptures fill'd my ravifh'd fenfe ? 

How ftrong, how fweet, fame, was thy influence ? 

And thine, falfe hope, that to my flatter'd fight 

Didft glories rcprefent fo near and bright ? 

By thee deceiv'd, methought, each verdant tree, 

jfpollo^s transform'd Daphne feem'd to be ; 

And ev'ry freflier branch, and ev*ry bow 

Appear'd as garlands to empale my brow. 

The learn'd in love fay, thus the winged boy 

Does firft approach dreft up in welcome joy ; 

At firft he to the cheated lover's fight 

Nought reprcfcnts but rapture and delight. 

Alluring hopes, foft fears, which flrongcr bind 

Their hearts, than when they more dliirance find. 
Embolden'd thus, to fame I did commit, 
. (By fome few hands) my moft unlucky wit. 

But, ah, the fad effcfts that from it came ! 

What ought t' have brought me honour, brought m< 

ihame ! 
Like jE/op*s painted jay I feem'd to all^ 
Adorn'd in plumes, I not my own could call : 
Ji/£ed like her, each one my feathers tore, 
-4i7ci ^s they thoughty unto the oYmct \ioit. 
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My laurels thus another's brow adorned, 

M7 numbers they admir'd, but me they fcorn*d : 

Aoodier's brow, that had fo rich a ftore 

Of facred wreaths that circled it before ; 

Where mine quite loft (like a fmall ftream that ran 

Into a vaft and boundlels ocean) 

Was fwallow'd up with what it join'd, and drowned. 
And that abyfi yet no accei&on found. 

Orinday (Alhien*% and her (tx^s grace) 
Ow*d not her glory to a beauteous face. 
It was her radiant foul that ihone within. 
Which ftruck a luftre through her outward fldn y 
That did her lips and cheeks with rofes dye, 
Advanced her height, and fparkled in her eye. 
Nor did her fex at all obftrufl her fame. 
But higher 'mong the ftars it fix'd her name 1 
What ihe did write, not only all allowed. 
But ev'ry laurel to her laurel bow'd ! 

The envious age, only to me alone. 
Will not allow what I do write my own, 
But let them rage, and 'gainft a maid eonfpire, 
So deathlefs numbers from my tuneful lyre 
Do ever flow ; fo Phcebus^ I by thee 
Divinely infpired, and poileft may be ; 
[ willingly accept Caffandrd's fate. 
To fpeak the truth, although believ'd too late. 

The DISCONTENT. 

TTERE take no care, take here no catt^tcv^^^dSi^ 
*^ Nor ougfit of Sin ox labour ufc ; 
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But let thy lines rude and unpv lifii'd go. 
Nor equal be their feet, nor num'rous let them flow. 

The ruggeder my Kierxfiireb run wixn read, 
They'll livelier paint tu' unequal paths fond mortals 
tread. 
Who when they're tempted hy the fmooth afcent8> 

Which flatt'ring hope prci'ent?, 
Briflcly they climb, and great things undertake; 
But fatal voyages, alas, they make : 
For 'tis not long before .iK-ir feet 
Inextricable mazes meet, 
Perplexing doubts oblbucl their way, 
Mountains withftanJ them of difmay ; 
Or to the brink of black deipair them lead, 

Where's nought their ruin to impede ; 
In vain for aid they then to reafon call, 
TTieir fcnfes dazzle, and their heads turn rounds 
Their fight does all their pow'rs confound. 
And headlong down the horrid precipice they fell : 
Where ftorms of fighs for ever blow. 
Where rapid ftreams of tears do flow, 
Which drown them in a briny flood. 
My Mufe, pronounce aloud, there's nothing good. 
Nought that the world can fhow, 
Nought that it can bellow. 

Not boundlefs heaps of its admired clay, "J 

Ah, too fucccfsful to betray, i" 

When fpread in our frail virtue's way : 
^ For few do run with fo refolv'd a pace, 
TTidt for the golden apple ¥rl\\ uotV)fc ^ t^ct. 
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And yet not all the gold the vain would fpend. 

Or greedy avarice would wi(h to favc ; 
Which on the earth refulgent beams doth fend, 

• Or in the fea has found a grave, 
Join'd in one mafs, can bribe fuificient be. 
The body from a ftern difeafe to free; 
Or purchafe for the mind*s relief 
One moment's fweet repofe, when reftlejis made by 

grief: 
But what may laughter, more than pity, move. 
When fome the price of what they deareft love 
Are matters of, and hold it in their hand. 
To part vrith it their hearts they can't conunand : 
But choofe to mifs, what mifs'd does them torment. 
And that to hug affords them no content. 
Wife fools, to do them right, we thefe muft hold, 
. Who love depofe, and homage pay to gold. 

Noryet^ if rightly underfteod, 

Does grandeur carry more of good ; 
To be o'th' number of the great enrolled, 
A fcepter o'er a mighty realm to hold. 
For what is this ? 
If I not judge amifs. 
But all th' afflided of a land to take. 
And of one fmgle family to make 

The wrong'd, the poor, th' opprefe'd, the fad, 

The ruin'd,* malecontcnt, and mad ? 

Which a great part of cv'ry empire frame, 
-And intcreft in the common father cl^vttv* 
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Again what is't, but always to abide 
A gazing croud ? upon a (lage to fpend 
A life that's vain, or evil without end ? 
And which is yet nor fafely held, nor laid afide? 
And then, if lefTer titles carry lefs of care. 
Yet none but fools ambitious are to (hare 
Such a mock-good, of which 'tis faid 'tis befty 
When of the leaft of it men are poffeft. 

But O, the laurel'd fool ! that doats on fame, 
Whofe hope's applaufe, whofe fear's to want a name* 
Who can accept for pay 
Of what he does, what others fay ; 
Expoles now to hoftile arms his breaft. 
To toilfome ftudy then betrays his reft ; 
Now to his foul denies a juft content. 
Then forces on it what it does refent ; 
And all for praife of fools : for fuch are thofe. 
Which moft of the admiring croud compofe. 
O famifh'd foul, which fuch thin food can feed ! 
O wretched labour crown'd with fuch a meed ! 
Too loud, O fame ! thy trumpet is, too fhrill 
To lull a mind to reft. 
Or calm a ftormy breaft. 
Which aflcs a mufick foft and ftill. 
*Twas not Amaleek'^ vanquifti'd cry, 
Nor IfraeV^ fliout of viSory, 
That could in Saul the rifing paffion lay, 
*Twas the foft ftrains of David's lyre the evil fpirit 
chac'd away. 



] 
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But friendfliip fain would yet itfelf defend. 

And mighty things it does pretend. 
To be of this fad journey, life, the bait. 
The fweet refcfUon of our toilfome ftate. 
But though true friendship a rich cordial be, 
Alas, by moft 'tis fo allay'd. 
Its good fo mixt with ill we fee. 
That drofs for gold is often paid. 
And for one grain of friendihip that is found, 
FaUhood and intcreft do the mafs compound. 
Or coldnefs, worfe than fteel, the loyal heart doth 
wound. 
Love in no two was ever yet the fame. 
No happy two e'er felt an equal flame. 
Is there that earth by human foot ne'er preft ? 
That air which never yet by human breaft 
Refpir'd, did life fupply ? 
Oh, thither let me fly ! 
Where from the world at fuch a difl^ce fet. 
All that's paft, prefent, and to come I may forget 
The lover's fighs, and the affliSed's tears, 
Whate'er may wound my eyes or ears; 
The grating noife of private jars. 
The horrid found of publick wars. 
Of bab'bling fame the idle ftories. 
The (hort-liv'd triumph's noify glories. 
The curious nets the fubtil weave. 
The word, the look that may deceive. 

Vol. II. C 
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No mundane care fhall more afFeft my breaft. 
My profound peace (hake or moleft : 

But ftupor, like to death, my fenfes bind. 
That fo I may anticipate that reft. 

Which only in my grave I hope to find. 



An EPITAPH on herfelf. 



W 



HEN I am dead, few friends attend my hearfe. 
And for a monument, I leave my VERSE. 



EXTEMPORARY COUNSEL 

To a Young Gallant in a Frolick. 

AS you are young, if you'll be alfo wife. 
Danger vrith honour court, but broils delpifc j 
Believe you then arc truly brave and bold. 
To beauty when no flave, and lefs to gold ; 
When virtue you dare own, nor think it odd. 
Or ungenteel to fay, " I fear a God.*' 
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Mrs. MARY LEAPOR 

WA S born at Marjion St. Lawnncij in Nor- 
thamptonjhire^ in the year 1722; whence 
flie removed with her father, a gardener, to BrackUy 
in the fame county, where fhe refided the remain- 
der of her life. 

Mrs. Leapor from her childhood delighted in 
reading, and particularly Poetry, but had few op- 
portunities of procuring any books of that kind : 
her whole library confided of fixteen or feventeen 
odd volumes, among which were part of the works 
of Mr. Pope^ her greateft favourite, Dryden^s fabless 
fome volumes of plays, &c. 

Her perfon was indeed plain, but the reader 
mud not form an idea of it from the poem 
calrd Mira\ Pidure, for though ihe has dietf 
made very free with herfelf, yet her appearance was 
by no means difagreeable. The poem was occafi- 
oned by her hearing that a gentleman, who had 
feen fome of her verfes, defired to know what her 
perfoq was. 

The reader will be ftill more furprifed at the ex- 
cellence of her writings, when he is informed that 
her death, which was occafioned by the meafles^ 
happened fo early as her 24th yean 
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DO RIND A at her G L A S S. 

DO R I N D A, once the faireft of the train, 
Toaft of the town, and triumph of the plain 5 
Whofefhining eyes a thoufand hearts alarm'd, 
Whofe wit infpired, and vvhofe follies charm'd : 
Who, with invention, rack'd her careful breaft 
To find new graces to infult the reft, 
Now fees her temples take a fwarthy hue, 
And the dark veins rcfign their beauteous blue ; 
While on her cheeks the fading rofes die. 
And the laft fparkles tremble in her eye. 

Bright Sol had drove the fable clouds ^ivj^cY', 
And chcar'd the heavens with a ftreanv o? A^i^' ^ 

C3 
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The woodland choir their little throats pre;jire, 
To chant new carols to the morning air : 
. In filence wrapp'd, and curtain'd from the day. 
On her fad pillow loft Dorinda lay j 
To mirth a ftranger, and the like to eafe. 
No pleafures charm her, nor no flumbers pleafe* 
For if to clofe her weary lids Ihe tries, 
Detefted wrinkles fwim before her eyes ; 
At length the mourner rais'd her aking head. 
And difcontented left her hated bed. 
• But fighing fliun'd the relicks of her pride. 
And left the toilet for the chimney fide : 
Her carclefs locks upon her fhouldcrs lay 
Uncurl'd, alas ! becaufe they half were gray ; 
No magick baths employ her Ikilful hand. 
But ufelefs phials on her table ftand : 
She flights her form, no more by youth infpir'd. 
And loaths that idol which (he once admir*d. 
At length all trembling, of herfelf afraid, -i 

^Vo her lov'd glafs repaired the weeping maid, \ 

And with a figh addrefs'd the altcr'd fliade. 

Say, what art thou, that wear'ft a gloomy form, 
With lowering forehead, like a northern ftorm ; 
Cheeks pale and hollow, as the face of woe. 
And lips that with no gay vermilion glow ? 
Where is that form which this falfe mirror told 
Bloom'd like the morn, and fhou'd for ages hold \ 
But now a fpeftre in its jjgom appears. 
All fcar'd with furrows, and defac'd with tears j 
Say, com' A thou from the regior\s of de(^2ivc> 
7 <p / bake my fenfcs with a meager ft^ii^^ 
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Sbme ftraggling horror may thy phantom be. 

But furely not the mimick fhape of me. 

Ah ! yes the (hade its mourning vifage rears. 

Pants when I figh, and anfwcrs to my tears : 

Now who fhall bow before this wither'd fhrine. 

This mortal image that was late divine ? 

What vi£Um now will praife thefe faded eycs^ 

Once the gay bafts for a thoufand lyes ? 
Deceitful beauty falfe as thou art gay. 

And is it thus thy votaries find their pay j 
This the reward of many careful years. 
Of morning labours, and of noon-day fears. 
The gloves anointed, and the bathing hour. 
And foft cofinetick's more prevailing pow'r ? 
Yet to thy worftiip ftill the fair-ones run. 
And hail thy temples with the rifing fun j 
Still the brown damfels to thy altars pay 
Swcet-fcented unguents, and the dews of Afa^', 
Sempronia fmooths her wrinkled brow^ with care. 
And Ifabella curls her grifled hair : 
See poor Augujla of her glafs afraid, 
Who even trembles at the name of maid. 
Spreads the fine Mechlin on her fhaking head. 
While her thin cheeks difown the mimick red. 
Soft Sylvia^ who no lover's breaft alarms. 
Yet fimpers out the ev'ning of her charms, 
And though her cheek can boaft no rofy dye,. 
Her gay brocades allure the gazing eye. 

But hear, my fillers hear an aivt\crvtma\d> 

Too long by folly ^ and her arts betra^ A \ 
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The woodland choir their little throats prc;j«re, 
To chant new carols to the morning air : 
. In filence wrapp'd, and curtain'd from the day. 
On her fad pillow loft Dorinda lay ; 
To mirth a ftranger, and the like to eafe. 
No pleafures charm her, nor no flumbers pleafe* 
For if to clofe her weary lids Ihe tries, 
Detefted wrinkles fwim before her eyes } 
At length the mourner rais'd her aking head. 
And difcontented left her hated bed. 
But fighing fliun'd the relicks of her pride. 
And left the toilet for the chimney fide : 
Her carclefs locks upon her fliouldcrs lay 
Uncurl'd, alas ! becaufe they half were gray ; 
No magick baths employ her Ikilful hand, 
Butufelefs phials on her table ftand : 
Sh3 flights her form, no more by youth infpir'd. 
And loaths that idol which (he once admir*d. 
At length all trembling, of herfelf afraid, -i 

To her lov'd glafs repaired the weeping maid, \ 

And with a figh addrefs'd the altcr'd fliade. 

Say, what art thou, that wear'ft a gloomy form, 
With lowering forehead, like a northern ftorm \ 
Cheeks pale and hollow, as the face of woe. 
And lips that with no gay vermilion glow ? 
Where is that form which this falfe mirror told 
Bloom'd like the morn, and fhou'd for ages hold \ 
But now a fpeSre in its igom appears. 
All fcar'd with furrows, and defac'd with tears j 
SBjTf com'A thou from the regions of defpair, 
7o /bake my icn/cs with a meager ft2i\^> 
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Sbme ftraggling horror may thy phantom be, 
But furely not the mimick fhape of me. 

Ah ! yes the (hade its mourning vifage rears. 

Pants when I figh, and anfwcrs to my tears : 
Now who fhall bow before this wither'd fhrinc. 
This mortal image that was late divine ? 
What viftim now will praife thefe faded eyeSj 
Once the gay bafis for a thoufand lyes ? 

Deceitful beauty falfe as thou art gay. 

And is it thus thy vot'ries find their pay j 
This the reward of many careful years. 
Of morning labours, and of noon-day fears, 
i The gloves anointed, and the bathing hour, 
j And foft cofinetick's more prevailing pow'r ? 

Yet to thy worftiip ftill the fair-ones run, 
f; And hail thy temples with the rifing fun ; 
Still the brown damfels to thy altars pay 
Sweet-fcented unguents, and the dews of May ", 
Smpronia fmooths her wrinkled brow^ with care. 
And Ifabilla curls her grifled hair : 
See poor Augujia of her glafs afraid. 
Who even trembles at the name of maid. 
Spreads the fine Mechlin on her (baking head. 
While her thin cheeks difown the mimick red. 
Soft Sylvia^ who no lover's breaft alarms, 
Yetfimpers out the ev'ning of her charms, 
And though her cheek can boaft no rofy dye,. 
Her gay brocades allure the gazing eye. 

But hear, my fitters hear an antient maid^ 

Too long hy folly, and her arts betray"* d \ 
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To fmooth my paflage to the fi]ent gloom. 
And give a tear to grace the mournful tomb. 

M 1 R A's WILL. 

IM P R I M I S— My departed fhade I truft 
To heav'n — My body to the filent duft j 
My name to publick cenfure I fubmit. 
To be difpos*d of as the world thinks fit ; 
My vice and folly let oblivion clofe. 
The world already is o'erftock'd with thofe ; 
My wit I give, as mifers give their ftore. 
To thofe who think they had enough before. 
Beftow my patience to compofe the lives 
Of flighted virgins and neglefted wives j 
To modifli lovers I refign my truth. 
My cool reflexion to unthinking youth ; 
And fome good nature give ('tis my defirc) 
To furly hufbands, as their needs require ; 
And firft difcharge my funeral— and then 
To the fmall poets I bequeath my pen. 

Let a fmall fprig (true emblem of my rhyme) 
Of blafted laurel on my hearfe recline ; 
Let fome grave wight, that ftruggles for renown. 
By chanting dirges through a market-town, 

, With gentle ftep precede the folemn train i 
A broken flute upon his arm fhall lean. 
Six comic poets may the corfe furround. 
And all freeholders ; if they can be found : 
TAeij/oJJownext the melancholy throng. 

As /brewd inftru<aor8, wbo tYvcmSdNt^ ^x^ -^toew^o 
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The virtuofo^ rich in fun-dry*d weeds^ 
The politician, whom no mortal heeds. 
The filent lawyer, chambered all the day. 
And the ftcrn foldier that receives no pay. 

But ftay the mourners (hou'd be firft our care. 

Let the freed prentice lead the mifcr's heir; 
Let the young reli£l wipe her mournful eye. 
And widow'd hufbands o'er their garlick cry. 

All this let my executors fulfil, 
And reft affur'd that this is Miras will ; 
Who was, when {he thefe legacies defign'd. 
In body healthy, and composed in mind. 

A SUMMER'S WISH. 

MY guardian, bear me on thy downy wing 
To fome cool fhade where infant flowers ipringi 
Where on the trees fweet honey-fuckles blow. 
And ruddy daifies paint the ground below : 

I Where the flirill linnet charms the folemn (hade. 
And zephyrs pant along the cooler glade. 
Or (hake thebull-rufh by a river fide. 
While the gay fun-beams fparkle on the tide : 
O for fome grot whofe ruftick fides declare, 
Eafe, and not fplendor, was the builder's care ; 
Whe^e rofes (prcad their unafFeftcd charms. 
And the curl'd vine extends her clafping arms ; 
Where happy filence lulls the quiet foul. 
And makes it calm as fummer waters roll. 
Here let me learn to check each growing l\\. 

And bring to reafon di/bbedient will •, 
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To watch this incoherent breaft, and find 
What fav'rite paffions rule the giddy mind. 

Here no reproaches grate the wounded car j 
We fee delighted, and tranfported hear : 
While the glad warblers wanton round the trees. 
And the ftill waters catch the dying breeze. 
Grief waits without, and melancholy gloom : 
Come, chearful hope, and fill the vacant room ; 
Come ev'ry thought, which virtue gave to pleafc 5 
Come, fmiling health ! with thy companion eafe : 
Let thefe, and all that virtue's felf attends, 
Blefs the flill hours of my gentle friends : 
Peace to my foes, if any fuch there be, 
And gracious heav'n give repofe to me. 

CO L I N E TTA. 

♦^T^ WA S when the the fields had fhed their goW 

^ grain, 

And burning funs had fear*d the ruflet plain i 
No more the rofe nor hyacinth were feen. 
Nor yellow cowflip on the tufted green : 
But the rude thifUe rear'd its hoary crown. 
And the ripe nettle (hew*d an irkfom brown. 
In mournful plight thetarnifh'd groves appeai:* 
And nature weeps for the declining year. 
The fun too quickly reach'd the weftern (ky, 
And rifmg vapours hid his ev'ning eye : 
Autumnal threads around the branches flew, 
While the dry ftubble drauk xYici«!fl\tv^d«w. 
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In this fick feafon, at the clofe of day. 
On Lydia*s lap pale Coltnetta lay ; 
Whofe fallow cheeks had loft their rofy dye. 
The fparkles languifli'd in her clofing eye. 
Parch'd were thofe lips whence mufick u$'d to flow. 
Nor more the flute her weary fingers know. 
Yet thrice to raife her feeble voice flie try'd. 
Thrice on her tongue the fainting numbers dy'd : 
At lafl- revived, on Lydia\ neck flie hung. 
And like the fwan expiring thus flie fung, 

Farewel, ye forefts and delightful hills. 
Ye flow'ry meadows, and ye chryftal rills. 
Ye friendly groves to whom we us'd to run. 
And beg a fhelter from the burning fun. 
Thofe blafted fliades all mournful now I fee, 
Who droop their heads as tho* they wept for rac# 
The penfive linnet has forgot to fing. 
The lark is filent till returning fpring. 
The fpring fhall all thofe wonted charms reftore, 
^ich Colimtta muft behold no more. 

Farewel, ye fields ; my native fields, adieu j 
Whofe fertile lays my early labours knew ; 
Where, when an infant, I was wont to ftray. 
And gather king-cups at the clofing day. 
How oft has LySa told a mournful tale. 
By the dear lake that fliines in yonder vale ; 
Wien fhc had done I fung a chearfixl lay. 
While the glad goldfinch liftcnM on the fpray ; 
Wd by my fong each jolly fwain drew near^ 
AnJ rofy Virgins throng d around to bc^r ; 

Voz. n. D 
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Farewel, ye fwains ; ye rofy nymphs, adieu : 
Though I (unwilling) leave the ftreams and you. 
Still may foft mufick blefs your happy (hore. 
But Colinetta you muft hear no more. 

O Lydia J thou^ (if wayward tongues fhou*d blami 
My life, and blot a harmlefs maiden's name) 
Tell them if e'er I found a draggling ewe. 
Although the owner's name I hardly knew ; 
! fed it kindly with my father's hay, 
And gave it flielter at the clofing day : 
I never ftole young pigeons from their dams, 
1 Tor from their pafture drove my neighbours lambs : 
Nor fet my dog to hunt their flocks away, 
That mine might graze upon the vacant lay. 
When Phillida by dancing won the prize, 
Or Colin prais'd young Mariana^ s eyes : 
When Damon wedded Ursula of the grange. 
My cheek with envy ne'er was fecn to change : 
Whene'er I faw Aminda crofs the plain, 
Or walk the foreft with her darling fwain, 
I never whifper'd to a ftander-by, 
But hated fcandal, and abhorr'd a lye» 
On Sundays I (as fifter Sut can tell) 
Was always ready for the fermon-bell : 
I honour'd both the teacher and the day ; 
Nor us'd to giggle when he bid me pray : 
Then furc for me there's fomething good in ftore, 
When CoUmita (hall be feen no more. 

When. I am gone, I leave to fifter Sue 
My^own oijerjey^ and my aprons blvc 
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My ftudSed flieep-hook Phillida may take, 
Likcwife my hay-fork and my hazel rake : 
My hoarded apples and my winter pears 
Be thine, O Lydia^ to reward thy cares, 
Thefe nuts that late were pluck'd from yonder tree. 
And this ftraw-bafket, I bequeath to thee : 
That balket did thefe dying fingers weave : 
My boxen flute to Corydon I leave. 
So (hall it charm the lift'ning nymphs around. 
For none like him can make it fweetly found. 

In our churchyard there grows a fpreading yew, 
Whofe dark green leaves diftil a baneful dew : 
Be thofe fad branches o'er my grave reclin'd. 
And let thefe words be graven on the rind : 

" Mark, gentle reader, Underneath this trce^ 

** There fleeps a maid, old Simon's daughter fhe ; 
. " Thou too, perhaps, e'er many weeks be o'er, 
" Like Colinettaj flialt be feen no more." 

Here ends the maid* — for now the feal of death 
Clos'd her pale lips, and ftopp'd her rofy breath. 
Her finking eye-balls took their long adieu, 
And with a figh her harmlefs fpirit flew. 

The MONTH of AUGUST. 

Sylvanus, a Courtier. Phillis, a Country Maid. 



H 



SYLVANUS. 
AIL, Phillis^ brighter than a morning flcy, 
Joy of my hearty and darling of my eye ^ 

. D2 
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See the kind year, her grateful tribute yields. 
And rouiid'fac'd plenty triumphs o'er the' fields. 
But to yon gardens let me lead thy charms. 
Where the curl'd vine extends her willing arms : 
Wliofe purple clutters lure the longing eye. 
And the ripe cherries fliew their fcarlet dye. 
P H I L L I S. 
Not all the fights your boafted gardens yield. 
Are half fo lovely as my father's field. 
Where large increafe has blefs'd the fruitful plain. 
And u^e with joy behold the fwelling grain, 
Whofe heavy cars towards the earth reclin'd. 
Wave, nod, and tremble to the whifking wind* 
SYLVANUS. 
But fee, to emulate thofe cheeks of thine. 
On yon fair tree the blufhing neft'rins fhine : 
Beneath their leaves the ruddy peaches glow. 
And the plump figs compofe a gallant (how. 
With gaudy plums fee yonder boughs recline^ 
And ruddy pcai j in yon Efpaliev twine. 
There humble dwarfs in pleafing order ftand, 
Whofe golden product feems to court thy hand. 
P H I L L 1 S. 
In vain you tempt me while our orchard bears 
Long-keeping ruifcts, lovely Catherine pears, 
Pcarmains and codlings, wheaten plums enow. 
And the black damfons load the bending bough. 
No pruning-knivcs our fertile branches teaze. 
While your's muft grow but as their matters pleafe. 
The grateful trees our mercy well repay. 
And rain us bufhch at the rifmg day- 
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SYLVANUS. 

Fair are my gardens, yet you flight them all ; 
Then Ictus haftc to yon majeftick hall, 
Where the glad roofs fhall to thy voice refound. 
Thy voice more fweetthan mufick's melting found : 
Orisrfs beam infefts the fultry fky. 
And fcorching fevers thro' the welkin fly ; 
But art fhall teach us to evade his ray. 
And the forcM fountains near the windows play; 
There choice perfumes (hall give a pleafing gale. 
And orange-flow'rs their od'rous breath exhale. 
While on the walls the well- wrought paintings glow, 
And dazzling carpets deck the floors below : 
O tell me, thou whofe carelefs beauties charm. 
Are thcfe not fairer than a threfhcr's barn ? 
P H I L L I S. 

Believe me, I can find no charms at all 
In your fine carpets and your painted hall. 
'Tis true our parlour has an earthen floor. 
The fides of plafter and of elm the door : 
Yet the rubb'd cheft and table fweetly fliines, 
And the fpread mint along the window climbs : 
An aged laurel- keeps away the fun, 
And two cool ftreams acrofs the garden run. 
SYLVANUS. 

Can feafts or mufick win my lovely maid ? 
Li both thofe pleafures be her tafte obey'd. 
The ranfack'd earth fhall all its dainties fend. 
Till with its load her plenteous table bend. 

D3 
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TThcn to the roofs the fwelling notes fliall rife. 
Pierce the glad air and gain upon the fkies. 
While eafe and rapture fpreads itfelf around. 
And diftant hills roll back the charming found. 
P H I L L I S. 
Not this will lure me, for I'd have you know 
This night to feaft with Corydon I go : 
To night his reapers bring the gather'd grain 
Home to his barns, and leave the naked plain : 
Then beef and coleworts, beans and bacon too» 
And the plum-pudding of delicious hue,. 
Sweet-fpiced cake, and apple-pies good flore. 
Deck the brown board ; who can defire more ? 
His flute and tabor too Atnyntor brings. 
And while he plays foft Amaryllu fings» 
Then ftrive no more to win a fimple maid,. 
From her lov'd cottage and her filent (hade» 
Let PhilUs ne'er, ah never let her rove 
From her firft virtue and her humble grove. 
Go, feek fome nymph that equals your degree,: 
And leave content and Corydon for me. 

An EPISTLE to aLADY. 

IN vain, dear madam, yes in vain you ftrive> 
Alas ! to make your lucklefs Mxra thrive* 
For Tych9 and Copernicus agree. 
No golden planet bent its rays on me. 

'Tis twenty winters, (if it is no more) 
To ipeak the truth it may be twenty-four % 
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As many fprings their 'pointed fpace have run. 
Since Afiras eyes firft open*d on the fun. 
'Twas when the flocks on flabby hillocks lie. 
And the cold fifties rule the watry iky : 
But the' thefe eyes the learned page explore. 
And turn the pond'rous volumes o'er and o'er, 
I find no comfort from their fy ftems flow, 
But am dqcftcd more, as more I know. 
Hope (hlnes awhile, but like a vapour flics, 
(The fate of all the curious and the wife) 
For, ah ! cold Saturn triumph'd on that day^ 
And frowning Sol deny'd his golden ray. 

You fee I'm learned, and I (hew't the more. 
That none may wonder when they find me poor. 
Yet JIdira dreams, as flumbring poets may. 
And rolls in treafures till the breaking day : 
While books and pidlures in bright order rife,. 
And painted parlours fwim before her eyes : 
Till thefhrill clock impertinently rings. 
And the foft vifions move their (hining wings : 

Then Aifira wakes, her piftures are no more. 

And thro* her fingers Aides the vanifh'd ore. 
Convinc'd too foon, her eye unwilling falls 
On the blue curtains and the dufty walls : 
She wakes, alas ! to bufinefc> and to woes,- 
Tofweepher kitchen, and to mend her clothcsi 

But fee pale ficknefs with her languid eyes,. 
At whofe appearance all delufion flies : 
The world recedes, its vanities decline, 
Ckrinda'^ features feem as faint as mine ;. 
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Gay robes »o more the aking fight admires. 
Wit grates the car, and melting mufick tires : 
Its wonted pleafures with each fenfe decay. 
Books pleafe no more, and paintings fade away : 
The Aiding joys in mifty vapours end : 
Yet let me ftill, ah ! let me grafp a friend ;; 
And when each joy, when each lov'd obje<3 flies,. 
Be you the laft that leaves my clofmg eyes. 

But how will this difmantled foul appear, 
When ftripp'd of all it lately held fo dear, 
Forc'd from its prifon of expiring clay^ 
Afraid and {hiv'ring at the doubtful way. 

Yet did thefc eyes a dying parent fee^ 
Loos'd from aU cares except a thought for me 
Without a tear refign her fhort'ning breath. 
And dauntlefe meet the lingering ftroke of death. 
Then at th'* Almighty's fentence fhall I mourn : 
•* Of duft thou art, to duft (halt thou return ?'* 
Or (hall I wifh to ftretch the line of fatc,- 
That the dull years may bear a longer date, 
To fliare the follies ofJixcceeding times 
With more vexations, and with deeper crimes ? 
Ah no — tho' Heav'n brings near the final day. 
For fuch a life I will not, dare not pray j 
But let the tear for future mercy flow^ 
And fall refignM beneath the mighty blow^ 

Nor I alone for thro' the fpacious ball. 

With me will numbers of all ages fall : 

And the fame day that Aftra yields her breath, 

Thoufaods may enterthK)' the gates of death. 
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The Proclamation oi APOLLO. 

MAY Artemtfta hear my ftrain, 
I quote the fages once again : 
And ihou'd you afk the reafon why^ 
*• Old authors fib, and fo may I." 

Proceed we then Old authors fay, 

ApoUo once made holiday. 

And caird the brethren of the quill 

To fcaft upon his tuneful hill. 

From ev'ry nook and cv'ry wind 

They came, for who wou'd ftay behind ? 

Great was the croud, as may be guefs'd : 

Side grew to fide, and back to breaft. 

Till the imperial prince of fong, 

Who, fearing fomething might be wrong. 

Sent forth a troop with caps and fpears, 

Much like ParnaJJian grenadiers. 

With furly eyes and four faces. 

To part the croud, and give them places. 

Now I have quite forgot, I fear. 

What names the people gave them there 

Amongft the Mufes But I trow 

Men call them criticks here below. 
Now when at laft thefe fage reformers. 
Had drove the crew to heaps and corners. 
They call'd them out by two and three. 
And fet them in a due degree. 
That each his proper place fhou'd kuoYf % 
Qo Uurd benches sdl a-row. 
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Now you may think they all were happy. 
As drankard o'er his jugg of nappy. 
That ev'ry brow was fmooth and clear. 
But firft I beg you'd lend an car : 
The Queen of Love to grace the feaft. 
Had fent a thoufand pipes at lead * 
Of finiling ne£br neat and fine. 
To whet the guefts before they dine : 
But when the cups had walk'd about. 
Some furly bards began to pout. 
And wrinkle up their tiny faces. 
And fret and fume about their places : 
Their giddy brains began to glow. 
Each thinking he was plac'd too low : 
This vow'd to make all creatures fear him» 
And that cou'd bear no creature near himw 
One feem'd to talk with mighty fpirit. 
Of baffled worth and flighted merit : 
Another was in paffion hurl'd. 
And curs*d the ftupid fenfelefs world : 
Till choler fweli'd in ev'ry vein. 
And each no longer cou*d contain. 
But fairly went, as I'm a fmner. 
To loggerheads before their dinner. 

Apollo was offended quite. 
And all the Mufes in a fright : 
Then thunder'd out a proclamation. 

« Q ye And all the rhyming nation, 

** Our king commands you to be ilill, 
^ And not difturb the facrcd hill 
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^ If fome, refufing to be quiet, 
*^ Shall dare to aid this lawlefs riot : 
*' The ftatutes of Parnajfm tender 
** The flocks to cv'ry fuch offender." 
At this the riot feemM to ceafe. 
And with a murmur funk in peace : 
When all was filent to a man. 
Again the herald thus began, 

*' Direded by your prince I bring 
•* This meffage from the laurel'd king, 
*' Who long has view'd with fJent woe 
** Your quarrels in the world bejow, 
** How moral and fatirick wits 
** And jingling pedants — rhyming cits, 
** The gay, the empty, and the full, 
" The foft, the froward, and the dull, 
** Wage endlefs wars with one another, 
** And ev'ry blockhead hates his brother, 
** But while you take a world of pains 
*^ In pelting at each other's brains ; 
** While envy fwells the little mind, 
'* You ne'er confider that you find 
•* (To fee you in the tempeft hurl'd) 
** Diverfion for the laughing world ; 
♦* And fo you break all moral rules 
^* To grow the mocking-ftock of fools : 
*• But now Apolh begs you will 
^ Sufpend your quarrels, and be ftilL 
«< Let wits (hake hands with one another, 
*> And ev'ry dunce embr^e his brotihcx^ 
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«< Frombattcr'd bards with ne'er a {hoc 
•* To thofc who ftrut about with two ; 
** From poets doom*d to whittle fticks, 
«* To rhymers in a coach and fix. 
<< Let none prefume to fret and fquabble^ 
«* Nor curfe the dirty rhyming rabble : 
«* For fee the beams of P tabus ftrike 
<* The meadows, hi!L, and dales alike : 
«* So fliines the Mufe on evVy creature, 
<« Who tags his humble lines with metre." 

He faid — The children of the bays 
Sent up a fhout of mingled praife, 
Devoutly promiling to pay 
Obedience to the prince of day j 
And now they fee the tables fpread 
With dainties and Parnajftan bread, 
Whofe tiny loaves were nicely white. 
And no Frtnch rolls were half fo light : 
The firft bold courfe was brought along 
In difhes made of Homer*s fong. 
Next Virgil on the table flilncs. 
And then finooth Ovid's tender line^ 
The gay defert expos'd to view. 
Of modern authors not a few : 
Heroicks in the midft prefide. 
With elegy on cither fide : 
Here thro' tranfparent fonnets glean*. 
Whip-fyllabubs and fpiced cream : 
There loaded epigrams appear, 
And iJttlt mottos dole thp rear* 
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Now dinner paft, their jolly fouls 
Cut capers to the nedar bowls. 
Till ev'ry bard had drank his fin. 
And then they left the tuneful hill. 
But c*cr they part, the laurel'd king, 
£xtra£fced from a wond'rous fpring, 
A magick bath of mighty pow'r, 
Whofe virtues could in half an hour 
Make proof againft iharp (atyr*s pain^ 
The fibres of a dunce's brain. 
And give him confidence to pufli 
Thro* the broad world without a bluflu 

Apollo^ next upon the crew, 
Bcftow'd a grey goofe quill or two. 
With ink that into metre runs. 
And charms againft the fear of duns. 
This done difinifs'd them, as before, 
With, firs, your fervant, and no more. 

The FALL of LUCIA, 

T U C I A was fair and bright as rifing day, 
^^ Sweet as Arabia^ or the buds of May j 
Frefli as the winds that fweep the dewy hills. 
Or beds of rofes walh'd by healthy rills : 
Her foul was fofter than a trembling dove. 
Nor knew a failing till (he leam'd to love. 
Nor fraud nor fcandal to her lips were known. 
And thought each bofom guiltlefs as her own. 

Vol. U. E 
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Thus only arm'd with innocence and finiles. 
She fell the vi(ftim of a tyrant's wiles. 
So loft from fhepherd and its mourning dam^ 
TTirough fomc lone defart roves a ftraggling lamb ; 
No danger fears, but as he idly ftrays 
Round ev'ry bufh the heedlefs wanton plays ; 
Till raging wolves the beauteous toy furround. 
Or foaming tigers rend the mofly ground : 
Then from his heart the guiltlefs purple flows, 
A grateful morfel to his hungry foes : 

Thus wrapp'd in forrows wretched Lucia lies, -^ 
Whofe fighs ftill anfwer to her ftreaming eyes, I 

And Damon ! ftill Ah ! faithlefs Damon ! cries. J 

No more thofc lips like dewy rofes glow ; 
Her weary lids no peaceful flumbers know : 
But left to ftrike her penfive breaft in vain. 
And curie the author of her lafting pain. 
Her foul of eafe has took its long adieu : 
Hear this, ye nymphs ; but hear and tremble toa. 
Ye fair that launch in pleafure's tempting fea. 
Though fortune crowns you with a calmer day. 
And joy's foft gale falutes your nimble oar. 
Where Lucia's fame was fliipwreck'd on the^ore : 
Yet let reflexion mark your gliding days. 
Nor drink too deeply in the draught of praifc : 
For flatt'ry is — So fay the learned fchools, 
*« The bane of virgins, and the bait of fools/' 
How happy flie whofe purer fpirit knows. 
No thought lefsharmlefs than a faint's repofe, 
TVhofe guiltlefs charms purCue no ^t^ter end, 
- J^uC to rejoice a parent gr a friend v 
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Whofe care it is her pafEons to controul. 
And keep the fteerage of a quiet foul : 
Then this fhall grace her monumental page, 
" In youth admired, and belov'd in age." 

TZ?^ Crucifixion and Resurrection^ 
An ODE. 

WH AT means the reeling earth ? O why 
Thcfe wonders in the dreadful flcy ? 
The frighted fun withdraws its beamsy ^ 

Dcq) groans are heard and doleful fcreams. > 

O fay, what tiiis convulfion means : •* 

Affiided nature with a fhriek replies, 
A God expires, a mighty Saviour dies. 

The confcious ftars their rays deny. 

The moon receives a crimfon dye. 

The temple, confcious of its fall. 

Now ihakes its emblematick wall. 
The ocean ftagnates, and the mountains bow^ 
And angels weep that never wept till now. 

Still tremble, earth, and ftill, O (ky. 

Thy cver-chearing lamps deny : 

Amaz'd ftill let the ocean ftand. 

But what remains for guilty man ? 
What groans ? what forrows are for him decreed f 
For manb whofe crimes have made pei{^^<)u\^^^1 
£2 
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But fee, O fee, the fun returns ! 

No more afflided nature mourns ! 

The ft^s their vacant orbs regain ! 

And the moon flieds a filvcr beam ! 
While heav'nly voices warble in the (kies, 
^* Behold your Saviour from his tomb arife !** 

While faints attend the blefled morn. 
He rofe : — The God in human form, 
A form not made of vulgar clay : 
Which, tho' it flept, cou*d not decay ! 
Hail, mortals ; hail (tranfported feraphs cry) 
Redeemed, and favour'd by the God moft high. 

In heav'n let joys eternal flow. 

And mercy in the worlds below ; 

The penitent fliall peace obtain. 

And not a tear fhall fall in vain. 
Then join, ye worlds, in one glad chorus fing, 
Praifc to MeiTiah, and th' Almighty King. 

E S S AY on H A P P I N E S S. 

Nothing, dear madam, nothing is more true. 
Than a Ciort maxim much approved by you ; 
The lines are thefe : " We by experience know 
'' Within ourfelves exifts our blifs or woe." 
Tho- round our heads the goods of fortune roll, 
T^azzle they may, but cannot chear the foul. 
Content^ the fountain of eternal joy, 
.Can riches purchafe, or can 'w^inX Atftjo^ ^. 



Mrs. L E A P O R. 41 

No. Bom of heav'n, its birth it will maintaiix. 
No flave to power nor the prize of gain : 
Say, who can buy what never yet was fold ? 
No wealth can bribe her, nor no bonds can hold ; 
Sometimes fhc deigns to Ihine in lofty halls. 
But found more frequent in low cottage walls j 
Her flight cv'n thence too often is decreed. 
Then poverty is doubly curs'd indeed. 

Content and blifs, which differ but in namo^ 
Alike their natures and their end the fame, 
Faft bound together in eternal chains. 
This as the end — The other, as the means. 
Will ne*cr divide. But who enjoys the one, 
Muft find the other e'er the fetting fun. 

Then where ? ah where do thefe fair fifters fly ? 
Beneath the northern or the fouthern fky. 
Courts do they love ? The fenate or the town. 
Or the ftill village and the healthful down ? 
Say, do they like Humilo^s humble veft. 
Or the gay diamonds on Belinda's breaft? 
To none of thefe, alas, are they confin'd. 
But the ftill bofom and the virtuous mind. 

See Glaro feated on his gilded car, 
Whofe flubborn paffions wage continual war. 
Who cannot call that ravag'd heart his own. 
Where vice and virtue ftruggle for the throne. 
See rage appearing in that hoftile frown : 
Now fears diftraft him, and now pleafures drown. 
Now turns to hcav'n with repentant tears : 
But die next hour at his chaplain fnecrs ; 

E3 
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This day z beaft, the next a reasoning man: 
Behold him right, then envy, if you can. 
Pale Livia too — Who pants beneath the weight 
Of irkfome jewels and affli£ting ftate ; 
Whofe glafs and pillow do her time divide. 
At once opprefs'd with ficknels and with pride. 
The Ihapcly ftays her aking ribs confine. 
And in her ears the fparkling pendents (hine. 
Yet not a joy the tortur'd wretch can feel. 
Beyond Ixion on his rolling wheel. 

See redlefs Cloej fond to be admir'd. 
Of joy impatient and as quickly tir'd. 
When firft her eye-lids open on the day. 
With eager hafte (he gobbles down her tea. 
And to the park commands her rolling wheels. 
Yet fighs and wiflies for the rural fields : 
Then back to cards and company fhe flies. 
Then for the charms of melting mufick dies. 
At eve the play, affembly, or the ball : 
She hates them fingly, yet wou'd grafp them all : 
With languid fpirits and all pall'd defires. 
She to her clofet and her book retires. 
But folitude olFends the fprightly fair ; 
Reading fhe loaths, and thought fhe cannot bear* 
Then to her chamber and her couch fhe flies. 
Where gilded chariots fwim before her eyes. 
In vain for fleep fhe folds her weary arms : 
Who wou'd be Cloe to enjoy her charms ? 

In yonder path Sir Thrifty we behold. 
With beaver drooping and with garments old ; 
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Whofe dirty linen (hews no mark of pride> 

Nor fparkling laces deck his flender fide } 

Whofe heavy foul a faucy wit wou'd fwear> 

Was made exaflly to his eafy chair, 

Whofe taftelefs fenfes alk for nothing new, 

Whofe meals are template, and whofe pleafures few : 

** Is this man Weft? — He may be fo — But when ? 

*• Why, when his thoufands rife to number ten, 

" From ten to twenty, and from twenty — ^Hold, 

** To one round million of bright fterling gold ;'* 

Nor there we ftop, for avarice will crave 

Till it fhall meet with its grand cure, the grave. 

Lavmla*s bleft with all that man defires. 
With eyes that charm and reafon that infpires ; 
Youth, wealth, and friends, to gild her fhining days. 
The poor man's bleffing and the rich man's praife. 
With judgment found and touch'd by no extreme. 
Speech gently flowing and a foul ferene, 
For ever pleafing and for ever true. 
By all admir'd, envy'd by a few : 
" Then (he is happy, tho' beneath the (ky, 
" Hold, notfohafty: Let her hufband die." 

Then who are happy, 'twill be hard to fay. 
Since undifturb'd it feldom lafts a day : 
For who in fmilcs beholds the morning fun. 
May weep before this fliort-liv'd journey's done. 
All pleafures fatiate and all objefts cloy 5 
We crave, we grafp, but bath the tafted joy : 
Nor wealth nor beauty, friend's nor fortune's fmilc, 
Canblefe our moments, tho' they may be^^^". 
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Nor wit with happinefs can often grow, 
A helplefe friend, if not an arrant foe. 

Where then ? O where fhall happinefs be found I 
Say, fhall wc fearch the rolling world around. 
On borrow*d pinions travel through the (ky. 
Or to the centre drive our piercing eye ? 
Ceafe, bufy fool : Is happinefs thy care ? 
Pierce thy own bread, and thou wilt find it there : 
Drive thence the paifions, and the guilt expel. 
And call fair virtue to the polifh*d cell. 
Call foft content with all her fmiling train ; 
Peace for thy health, and patience for thy pain : 
Then not till then, O man, thy heart Ihall know 
Blifs fo ador'd, but feldom found below. 

An E S S A Y on HOPE. 

TO you, who ne'er the willing verfe refu/e. 
Thus fings an humble but a grateful mufc : 
Our theme is Hope— but of a difFrent kind. 
The bane or bleffing of the fubjedl mind ; 
This dawning joy that to the foul was given. 
As a fliort earneft of its future heav'n : 
To blame is not the purpofe of my fong. 
But warn our lifters not to place it wrong. 
Shun trifling hope, that bids your fancy roll. 
The conftant torment of a reftlefs foul : 
For two pale handmaids are for ever near. 
Sick difap^intment, and the fecret tear : 
'Tis this that makes the reftlefs heart repine. 
Beneath the treafurts of an Indian uw«% 
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Much fortune gives - Y et, give us more, they oy^ 
And fome new profpei^ lures the dazzled eye : 
Like wanton babes they reach at fomething more. 
And drop the gewgaws which they held before. 

See the pufPd tradefman ilrut before his door, 
Whofe birth was humble, and whofe fortune poor 5 
Yet you may fee his roving thoughts depend 
On fome bold venture or fome wealthy friend. 
Till the loft bankrupt drops into the jaw 
Of pale difcredit and voracious law. 

The grave-fac'4 ftudent better learn'd than fed 
With ftore of lo^c in his aking head. 
Sees pleafing pidlures in his bofom drawn. 
The dean's foft cufhion and the bifliop's lawn j 
He dines with lords and takes the higheft placCt 
And weds a counteis, coufin to his grace. 
But foon his heart the loft delufion mourns : 
And the proud prelate to a curate turns. 
On fome dark dome with thirty pounda/i/r ann. 
He ftps his liquors in a pewter cann. 

Young Seizum^ fated to diftraft die law. 
Who talks of men and books he never faw. 
Now ftruts a counfellor, a fcrjeant now. 
While the quick turns elate his fcornful brow. 
Behold the judge in that commanding frown : 
See ! then, juft then, heftrok'd his ermin'd gbwn. 

Cecilia foft, whofe pleafing features fliine 
Bright in their wane, and beauteous in decline. 
Still to her eyes recalls the fcatter'd darts. 
Still hopi^ the conqucft of a thouiand hearts. 
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Care ftalks around : vexation hovers nigh ; 
Her friends bewail her, and her children cry : 
Her wounded ears their hateful whinings tire, 
Whofe fancy dwells upon a wealthy 'fquire : 
Wrapped in foft vifions on her couch Ihe lies ; 
Knights, peers, and garters fwlm before her eyes. 
She rides in triumph thro* her hufband's fields. 
And hears the rattling of her chariot wheels. 
Till her diarm'd fenfes will contain no more | 
Then flies the vifion thro' its iv'ry door. 

See Aeamai with timers fad burden bow. 
Guilt in his breaft and wrinkles on his brow \ 
Yet points out Cloi for his charming bride. 
And fun would tempt her to his frozen fide : 
At chapel where foft grace and virtue calls. 
And pale vice trembles at the facred walls ; 
Where confcience warns the guilty wretch to pray 
And beg a bleffing on his clofing day ; 
The preacher reads : but Acamas the while 
Grins at his Cloi with a ghaftly {mile. 
In their red orbs his waiting eye-balls roll. 
And charming Cloe ruflies on his foul : 
But death will teach the fllver-bearded fool 
Some other leflbn in his gloomy fchool. 

Blank difappointmentwith its train attends 
In Delia's heart, if Delia^s heart depends 
On 5/7/Vs tongue fo aptly hung with guile. 
On Cynthio^s friendfhip, or on Clara's fmile : 
Such courtly friends are like the fhow'ry bow, 
Ting'd with falfc luftrc by rcfleffion's glow ; 
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Like its feint ray^ they hardly laft an hour» 
Loft in a doud or melted in a fhow'n 

If trifling hope has any room to plead, 
'Tis that where nature's fimple di£btes lead : 
So the wet hind, who travels o'er the plain^ 
Thro' the cold mire and afflidling rain ; 
Tho' his low roofs with trickling fliowers r^n. 
May hope next morn to fee the chearful fun .: 
Or when keen hunger at the ev'ning tide 
Drives home the fliepherd to his ruftick bride. 
His honeft reafon haply might not ftray, 

Tho' he fhould dream of dumpling all the way. 
See fad Simlia doom'd by fatal vows 

To the harfli ufage of a tyrant fpoufe. 

To fee his miftrefs in her woes rejoice. 

Her fortune wafted on his guilty choice. 

To bear reproaches doubled on her ear. 

Yet only anfwer with a fdent tear. 

Tho* patient wives muft wait the fate's good time 5 

Yet fhe, I think, itiay hope without a crime. 
But the Grand Hope that yields perpetual joy. 

No trifles gave, no trifles can deftroy ; 

With mercy from the Weft abode it came. 

Its birth celeftial and its end the (ame. 

That bids our day in one fmooth tenor roll. 

Its talk to chear and harmonize the foul. 

Qn fmarting want it pours a healing balm. 

Makes toil feem plcafant and affli£lioa calm. 
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APR AYE R for the Year 17. 

ALMIGHTY Wifdom, atwhofenod 
The ftars fliall ceafc to fhinc. 
Great nature's Father, Guide, and God^ 
O let me call thee mine. 

Yet not for me, and me alone. 

Thy mercies I implore : 
No, let that blifi to all be known, 

That tremble and adore. 

Now fear, that makes the fotrows flow 

Ev'n from the infant's eyes, 
O'erwhelms in one pcomifcuous woe 

The ignorant and wife. 

Then hear, O hear thy fcrvants cry. 

We beg thy faving hand : 
To whom but heav'n fliou'd we apply. 

To raifc a drooping land ! 

Be thou the guard of helplefs age. 

The wretched orphan's friend ; 
O finooth the face of Civil Rage, 

And fpare its purple end. 

Reftrain the hand of threat'nii^pride, 

Aflwage the cruel breaft : 
Teach mercy to the viftot fide, 
AndpsLtioncQ to the re&. 
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And vAken the fword of conqueft fhall 

The trembling wretch arraign. 
Let juftice guide the equal fcale. 

Nor fwerve the fteady. beam. 

Preferve the merciful and kind 

From violence and pain : 
And let the meek and gentle mind 

Rejoice, and not complain* 

Nor let the barbVous fteel invade 

The breaft of hoary age : 
Nor give the unrefifting babe 

A prey to purple rage, 

Amongft un-numbcr'd worlds if I 

Am worth my Maker's care. 
Then let me live and let me die 

Unwounded by defpair. 

Tho* want or peril, pain or death, 

Aflkult this feeble clay, ^|| 

Let hope attend my lateft breath 

And diear the gloomy way. 

Prelerve my parent and my friend 

From danger, guilt, orfhame: 
In peace their chearful days extend 

To pnik thy holy name. 

Vol. n. F 
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Forgive the errors of my youth. 

If in my youth I fall : 
Or teach my age thy feving truth, 

O hear me when I call. 

Thou, mighty Lord of all above 

And all beneath the fun. 
Thy fervant's humble, fuit approve ; 

If not, thy will be done* 

E S S AY on F R I E N D S U I p. 

TO Jrtemi/ui.'^^Tls to her we fing. 
For her once more we touch the founding ftring^ 
' Pis not Cythera\ reign nor Cupid's fires. 
But facred Friendlhip that our Mufe infpires. 
A theme that fuits JEmilia^s pleafing tongue ; 
S ) to the fair ones I devote my fong. 

The wife will feldom credit all they hear, 
Tho' fancy wits fhou'd tell them with ^ (heer» 
y0lt women's friendfhips, like a certain fiy^ 
Are hatch'd i'th' morning and at ev'ning die. 
'Tis true, our fex has been from early time 
A conftant topick for fatirick rhyme : 
Nor without rcafon— — fincc we're ctfben fiound^ 
Or loft in paflion, or in plcafures drovim'd : 
And the fierce winds that bid the ocean roll. 
Are lefs inconftant than a woman's foul : 
Yet fome there are who keep the mod'rate way. 
Cm thmk an hour, and be calta aday : 
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Who ne'cf were known to ftart into a flame> 
Turn pale or tromble at a Iding game. 
Run Chloes {hapc orlMia's features down. 
Or change complexion at Celhida*s gown : 
But ftill ferene,^ compaflionate and land. 
Walk thro' life's circuit with an equal mind. 

Of all companions I would choofe to fhun 
Such, whofe blunt truths are like a burfting gun. 
Who in a breath count all your follies o*er. 
And clofe their leflures with a mirthful roar : 
But reafon here will prove the (afeft guide. 
Extremes are dangVous plac'd on either fide. 
A friend too foft will hardly prove fincere ; 
The wit's inconftant, and the learn'd feverc- 

Good-breoding, wit, and learning, all confpire 
To charm niaokind, and make the world admiie : 
Yet in a friend but fcrve an under part. 
The main ingredient is an honeft heart : 
By this Q2XiUrsUa all our fouls fubdue. 
Which, wanting this, not Syfo/Vs. charms can do. 

Now lot the Mttfe (who takes no courtier's fee) s 
Point to her friend— —and future ages fee r 

(If this fhall live till future ages be) '^ 

One line devoted to Fidelia*$ praife. 
The lov'd companion of my early days : 
Whofe hann)e6 thoi^hts are fprightly as her eyes, 
fiy nature chearful, and by nature wife. 

To have them laft, the focial laws decree ; 
We choofe our friendfliips in ^ fame degree : 

Fa 
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What mighty plcafiire, if wc might prefum^ 
To ftrut with freedom in Arvida'% room! 
Or (hare the table what fupreme delight. 
With fome proud duchcfs or a fcornful knight! 
To fit with formal and aflenting face ! 
For who (hall dare to contradict her grace ? 

Our free-born nature hates to be confin'd. 
Where ftate and power check the fpeaking mind \ 
Where heavy pomp and fuUen foim controuls 
That chearful eafe and fympathy of fouls. 

But yet the foul, whate'er its partner do> 
Muft lift its head above the bafer crew. 
Celeftial friendfliip with its nicer rules, 
Trequents not dunghills, nor the clubs of fools.. 
It afks, to make this union foft and long, 
A mind fufceptible, and judgment ftrong; 
And then a tafte : but let that tafte be giv*n 
By mighty nature and the ftamp of heav'n : 
Poffcft of thefe, the juftly tcmpcr'd flame 
Will grow inccfl&nt, and be ftill the fame : 
Not mov'd by forrow, ficknefe, or by age, 
Tofullen coldhcfs or diftemper'd rage. 
The foul unftain'd with envy or with pride, 
Pleas'd with itfelf and all the world befide, 
Unmov'd, can fee gilt chariots whirling by. 
Or view the wretched with a melting eye, 
Difcern a failing and forgive it too : 
Such, jtrtemifwj we may find in you. 

Be feldom four, or your friends will fly 
From the hung forehead and the fcornful eye : 
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Nor» like Aurelia^ in the iQomijDg kind. 
And foft as fummer or the weftern wind : 
But round e'er night her giddy paffions wheel, 
She'Jl clap the door againft your parting heel. 
An even temper will be (lire to pleafe, 
With cool reflexion and a chearful eafe. 

But fee Armda*^ unfrequented rooms, 
JIow vainly fpread with carpets and perfixmei : 
All fliun her like the cocatrice's beams. 
And for no' reafon but her loath'd extremes. • 

To-day more holy than a cloifter'd nun, 
Almoft an atheifi by to-morrow's fun : 
Now fpeaks to heaven with a lifted eye : 
Now to her footman, you're a rogue, you lye. 
O faiyy from what jftrange principles begin 
Thefc odd compounds of piety and fin ? 
A fickly fair may fome excufes find, 
(What grieves the body will affeft the mind) 
But not the creatures who have learn'd to fcreen 
Their own ill-nature in the name of fpleen. 
What tho* black mifts afflia the akingfkuU, 
The fpirits tremble, and the heart be dull : 
Have you from thence a licence to offend. 
Affront a patron, or abufe a friend ? 
And ape the manners of a furly beafl-, 
Becaufe 'tis cloudy, and the wind's i'th' eaft ? 

But all have failings, not the beft are free, 
Or in a greater or a lefs degree. 
What follows then ? — Forgive, or unforgiven 
Expert no paifage at the gate of heav'n, 

F3 
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Kind nature gave, in pity to mankind. 
This focial virtue to the human mind ; 
This gives our pleafurcis a more eafy flow. 
And helps to blunt the edge of finarting woe : 
The foul's relief, with grief or cares oppreft. 
Is to difclofe them to a faithful breaft ; 
And then how lovely in a friend appear. 
The mournful figh and fympathizing tear ! 
When changing fortune with propitious ray, 
Oilds the brown ev'ning or the fmiling day ; 
The pleas*d companion (hares the welcome tidey 
And wrapp'd in joy the happy minutes glide. 
Grave authors differ — Men of fenfe incline 
This way or that — Opinions rarely join : 
Their thoughts will vary. Why ? Becaufe they're free, 
But moft in this and only this agree ; 
That our chief tafk is feldom to offend. 
And life's great bleffing a well-chofen Friend. 

The MISTAKEN LOVER. 

ST R E P H O N, the fprightly and the gay, 
Lov'd Celia frefh and fair as May : 
None fhone fo brilliant in the mall. 
The court, th' aflembly and the ball; 
None bare at WilPs the laurel'd prize^ 
But Cetia with the killing eyes. 

'Twas at the drawing room or play, 
(But which our author cannot fay) 
As Cslia roU'd her eyes around, 
This youth received a mQXtaV vr^uu^. 
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What ihou'd he do ? «< Commence the bcaub 

(< For women oft are caught by fhow/* 
The wounded Sirephon now behold, 
Array'd in coat of green and gold, 
(Of which we fomething might advance) 
The fleeve was a-la-modi it Ft ana. 
We leave it here — and hafte to tell. 
How finartly round his temples fell 
The modifh wig. — Yet we prefume. 
More graceful was the (carlet plume : 
Tho* fome rude foldier (doom'd to bear 
The ibudiern and the northern air. 
And walk thro* ev*ry kind of weather) 
Might jeer at Strsphon*^ fcarlet feather j 
And tell us fuch fhou'd ne'er be wore, 
Unleis you fought at Marjion-moor. 

His perfon finifliM, now the care 
Istoaddrefsandgainthefair: . . .. 

He purchas'd all the Cbngs of note» 
And got the lover's cant by rote : 
He brib'd her footmen and her maids. 
And with his nightly ferenades 
Her vaulted roofe and gardens rung : 
For her he ogled, danc'd and fung j 
Was often at her toilet feen. 
With fonnets to the Paphian queen : 
Then at her feet dejcfted lying. 
Praying, weeping, ' fighing, dying* 

« Was Celia kind F^ It fhall be known : 
D'ye think our hearts are made of ftone i ^ 
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Ye$y ihe was kind, mi toproc^. 
The writings drawn and friends agreed : 
Grave Hymen's facrcd knot was ty'd. 
And Celia fair conunenc'd a bride* 

But I (hall pais the weddingniay. 
Nor ftay to paint the ladies gay. 
Nor fplendor of the lighted hall, 
Thefeaft, the fiddles, nor the ball. 
A lovely theme ; *Tis true, but then 

We'll leave it to a fofter pen : 
Thofe tranfient joys will fade too foon» 
We'll therefore (kip tfie boney-i»QQ». 

'Twas half a year-^It might be more. 
Since Celia brought her fhining ftore. 
Five thoufand pounds of fierling clear. 
To blcfs the manfion of her dear. 

Some tell us wives their beauti^ lofe. 
When they have fpoil'd their bridal ihoes : 
Some learned cafuifts make it clear, 
A wife might pleafe for half a year : 
And others fay> her channs will hold 
As long as the fufpended gold ; 
But that her bloom is ibon decayed 
And wither'd, when her fortune's paid. 

Now which of thefe was Celiacs caie ? 
(Tho' all are common to her race) 
I (hall not rack my brains about. 
But leave the learnM to pick it out.- 

This hufband, whimfical and gay, 
Zov*d mufickf m^qiierades, and play. 
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Was one of thofe moft happy elves. 
That dote upon their charming felves : 
Who, hating all domeftick walls. 
Fly here and there as fancy calls ; 
Still in purfuitof fomethingnew. 
Nor even to their vices true. 

Miftaken StrephonfoiAs no more 
His Cilia charming as before : 

Her eyes ! Why they have loft their fire : 

The rofes on her cheek expire. 

Her fhape 'ds altered ftrang^y, fure % 

Her voice no mortal can endure. 

Then to the park where Claudia rolls 
Her eyes to fifh for fhallow fouls : 
Or at ihe play he muft appear, 
For lovely Lindamim is there : 
No mortal belle fo fair as {he. 
If wretched Sinphon was but free, 

I'th' country he deludes the morn 
With RingwoodznA the hunting horn : 
Perhaps may with his deareft dine. 
Then hey ! for company and wine ; 
Wine that wou*d make an hermit gay. 
With mufick intermixM and play. 
For tables and for cards they call : 
The dice-box rattles in the hall. 

Now all arehappyt nor give o'er, 
mi watches point to number four :^ 
Then fee the £K:e of dawning day : 
HereJLitty/ " Where's your lady^ ^\l 
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•< She's gone to reft. There let her be, 

" Gomakethecrimfonbedformc**' 
All this awhile in filence pais'd, 
The lady's patience Cul'd at laft. 

One morning (fo the fetes decree) 
Alone were fitting he and (he : 
Not yet arriv'd the roaring band. 
Nor rake nor coxcomb was at hand. 
This bleft occafion pleased the fair^ 
And with a mild and chearful air» 
She thus began : " My Stnphon fay, 
« Why this dejeaedfiucc to-day? 
*' Why art thou always cnA and duU^ 
<< Unlefs the noiiy rooms are full } 
<< Black difcontent and anger lies 
<< Clofe lurking in thy fuUen ^es ; 
** Thofe eyes that I with forrow fee 
*' Difguftcd when they roll on me." 

Here ceas'd the greatly injurM bride. 
And Strephon with a blulh reply'd : 
« Why, madam, I muft own that you 
** Have merit, (give the devil his due) 
<< And was the [^afure of my life, 
*• Before you wore the name of wife : 
*' But ma'm, the reafon was, I find, 
*' That while a lover I ¥ras blind : 
** And now the fault is not in me, 
^« 'Tis only this— that I can fee." 
" I thought you once a Goddefe trim, 
** The G/aces dwdt on cv*ry limb : 
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** But, madam, if yeu c'crwasfuch, 
" Mcthinks you're aJter'd \^Ty much : 
" As firft (I beg your pardon tho") 
" You hold your head extremely low : 
" And tho' your fhape is not awry, 
" Your flioulders ftand prodigious high : 
•* Your curling hair, I durft have fwore, 
" Was blacker than the fable Moor : 
' ** But now I find 'tis only brown, 
" A colour common thro' the town : 

" *Tis true, you'f e mighty fair- But now 

" I fpy a freckle on your brow ; 
" Your lips I own are red and thin, 
** But there's a pimple on your chin : 

« Befidesyour eyes are gray. Alack ! 

«' Till now I always thought them black. 
" Thus, madam, I the truth have told ; 
" 'Tis true, I thank you for your gold ; 
" But find in fearching of my breaft, 
« That I cou'd part with all the reft." 

He ceas'd — ^And both were mute awhile. 
Till C//w anfwer'd with a fmile : 
« Who would have thought, my dear, fays fhe, 
" That love was Wind to this degree ; 
" But in my turn I'll own it too, 
« That I'm as much dccciv'd as you : 
" From hence let our example fliow 
« The gay coquette and fprightly beau, 
*< That love like thcurs will never hold, 
<* Not tho' 'tis cemented with gfAA • 
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«^ Let adl the youtbs to you repair, 
« For counfel— ^md to me the fair. 
<< 'Twill help to make our Strephons wife^ 
« And flop the growth of tender lies : 
cc And more than PlaU*s moral page 
« Inftru^ the CeUas of the age. 

<< ButnoW) mydeareft, asyouiee 
« In mutual hatred we agree, 
«< Methinks 'tis better we retreat, 
<< Each party to a diftant feat; 
•< And dio' we value each the other, 
<« Juft as one ruJBi regards another : 
<« Yet let us often fend to hear 
« If health attend the abfent dear : 
« And tho' each other we would (hun, 
<< As debtors do a hateful dun : 
«* (Nor mind the croflSng of a ftrect) 
<* Yet let's be civil when we meet, 
** And live in fhortlike courtly friends :" 
They part— -and thus the ftory ends. 



S' 



The WAY of the W O R L D. 

» O M E herbs there are, whofe deadly juices fill 
' The heart with venom, and dircflly kill : 
Some operate more flowly, but as fure ; 
The dart le(s fudden, but admits no cure. 
Yet there's a drug, nor plain nor mountain yields. 
Nor Libya's dcfarts, nor Britannia*^ fields, 
DelhruQivc more than all the baneful kind ; 
^T/s Oatfry cali'd— —the poifou oi tJoL^ tovjA \ 
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This, proud Sir Wealthy feeds on all the day. 
This, DiUa fwallows with her foftbohea: 
To this we owe SutHmo's fcornful eye. 
And Sylvias cheeks that blufli with borrow'd dye; 
Sublimo once cou'd like his neighbours walk. 
Bow to his friends, or with his tenants talk ; 
Nor had been feiz'd with this majeftick fit. 
If fubtil Flori$ had not prais'd his wit. 
Gay Sylvia too wou'd now her arts give o'er. 
And reft thofe eye-balls that muft flay no more $ 
Nor would that face engrofs her morning's care. 
Did not Philander tell her fhe is fair. , 

Alcidas tells you, with an artful (mile. 
That womens eyes were giv'n them to beguile : 
His way is cunning and mifchievous too. 
He'll praife in others what he finds in you. 
You hear delighted, nor perceive the foe ; 
But drink in flatt'ry e'er you think 'tis fo. 
And when he's run the gay defcription through. 
The fmart conclufion is apply'd to you : 

But turn your back Alcidas^ with a grin, 

Will vow you're ugly as a footerkin. 

How oft you hear from a defigning knave. 
Sir, I'm your fervant, madam, I'm your flave; 
Yet if you're Weft with penetrating eyes. 
You'll in his features read the villain lies. 

SsX foft Courtine, whofe hat with filver boundf 
I^ fo obfequious that 'twill kifs the ground : 
Whofe anions point to fome unworthy cnd^ 
And iie'er was patron, counfdlori ox iu^^^ 

Vol. a. G 
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Whofe narrow views arc to himfelf coofin'd. 
Yet he's the humble flave of all mankind. 

Thcfe fawning rogues areirkfome creatures-— T 
But then a clown is full as odious too : 
The face unpraflis'd in the arts of guile. 
Need not be ftrctch'd with an eternal fmile : 
Nor yet afFeft the cynick's awful fcowl, 
Screw'd like the vifage of Minerva s owl ; 
For fomc reject (and hold it as a rule) 
The rrrab-fac'd ftudent for the tender fool. 

Th^ phrafe unftudied flows with graceful eafe. 
And carelcfs gefture never fails to pleafe : 
The heart inftru£b the features and the tongue ; 
Let that be right, ^nd tlxefe will ne'er be wrong. 

Afk Q^/A/Vs judgment in fome nice affair. 
He'll praifc your conduft with a charming air. 
Extol your fenfe and prudence to the fkies : 
*^ And fure fuch merits were defign'd to rife.** 
His candid eyes can hidden beauties fee, 
Ev'n faults are ufeful, or they ceafe to be : 
And each no-meaning Cynthio can explore ; 
But a(k his friendfliip, and he fpeaks no more. 

But the worft flatterer that wears a tongue. 
Is he whofe power aggravates the wrong : 
To whofe grand levee crouds of fuppliants run, 
And bow like Perjians to the rifing fun : 
Where ftarv'd dependents linger out their days. 
Yet proud to fhare his fnuff-box and hb praife. 
Grow ftiff with (landing, and with flaring thin. 
To watcb the dimple on their patron's chin ; 
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Who with a nod can make the wretch believe. 
And fmiles on hunger which he'll ne'er relieve. 

Surrounded thick with bus'nefs and with gold. 
Yet drefs'd in fmiles Virgtnius you behold : 
Th* expeding croud around his table ftand. 
You afk a favour, and he grafps your hand : 
Another comes with an obfequious air. 

He winks and whifpers " Leave it to my care." 

Then to the next •** Oh I'll remember you ; 

*^ Sir, truft my honour, you (hall find me true." 
Then bows a third. — " Good fir, your pardon." — 

why ? 
*^ I faw you not.— —Forgive my carclet eye. 
** Next Tuefday fe'nnight, let me fee you pray, 
" Perhaps you*ll find it hundreds in your way." 

The meagre wight departs with happier foul, 
Romantick vifions in his boibm rdl : 
He falls in r^ture, as of late in forrow j 
For who can eat, that's to be rich to-morrow ? 
But Tuefday fee, the joyftil day is come ; 
Now to his patron.—" But he's not at home. 
*' Alas ! But then to-morrow morn will do, 

" And ril be early. Gentlemen, adieu." 

Next day at fix before the gate appears 
The wretch divided by his hopes and fears. 
The haughty fervants meet him with a froMm. 

Pd fee his honour. *' But he's not come down ; 

" Your fervant. Sir ^I'll ftay then in the hall :— 

" But he \% fick and can't befpoke withal,—* 
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•* I'll wait with patience till another day, 

•* And for his honour and his health fliall pray.** 

At laft the knight (his fate had ordered fo) 

Was fciz'd and boarded by the lurking foe } 

And wifely thinking 'twas in vain to fly, 

Smooth'd up his face and with a leering eye 

Began. " Oh Mr. what-d'ye-call, is't you ? 

" I'm glad to fee you : Yet I'm forry too, 

** Sure fome ill ftars prefided o'er your fate, 

•* I cou'd have ferv'd you, but you're come too late/* 

Yet fure, there is whofe boneft foul was made 
Too grand a being for the foothing trade ; 
Whofe wit can neither flatter nor offend, 
A gay companion, yet a conftant friend ; 
Willing to pleafe where honeily nwy win, 
Averfe to flander, thp* it were no fin. 
With native manners as with fcnfe endu'd ; 
Not foft as Cynthioj nor as Damm rude 5 
Not bafely humble, yet a foe to pride : 
Whofe tongue ne'er promised what his heart deny*d. 
Whofe fatyr charms, nor mirth offends the ear i 
Tho' wife not froward, juft but not fevere ; 
Not fway'd by int'reft, nor in pafHon hurl'd. 
But walks a calm fpedfaitor through the world : 
Whofe breafl (where no unmanly vapours grow) 
Can feel compaiSon for another's woe ; 
Where courage, mercy, jufticc, candour lie. 
And fhine celeflial in the fpeakingeye. 

This man is great, whatever be his degree ; 
Qble6bim^ lieav*ii, if fucVi a orvt thwe be : 
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May life's beft comforts on his days attend, 
Bleft in himfelf, and happy in his friend : 
Far from his gate fly poverty and woe ; 
Let not a figh his quiet manfion know : 
But the fair dome each roving eye allure. 
With peace and plenty fmiling at the door : 
Let him foft days and happy ev'nings find, 
And live ftill bleft, and bleifing all mankind. 

S T R E P H O N to C E L I A. 

A modern L o v e -L e t t e r. 

M A D A M^ 

T H O P E you'll think its true, 

•*• I deeply ant in love with you. 

When I afTure you t'other day, 

As I was mufing on my way. 

At thought of you I tumbled down 

Dire<SUy in a deadly fwoon : 

And tho' 'tis true I'm fometbing better. 

Yet 1 can hardly fpell my letter : 

And as the latter you may view, 

I hope you'll think the former true. 

You need not wonder at my flame. 
For you are not a mortal dame : 
I faw you dropping from the fkies ; 
And let dull idiots fwear your eyes 
With love their glowing breaft infpire, 
I tell you they arc flames of fire, 
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That fcorch my forehead to a cinder, 
AnJ burn my very heart to tinder. 
Your breaft fo mighty cold, I trow, 
^ made of nothing elfe but fnow : 
your hands (no wonder they have charms) 
Are made of iv*ry like your arms. 
Your cheeks that look as if they bled. 
Are nothing elfe but rofes fed. 
Your lips are coral very bright, 

Your teeth tho* numbers out of fpighf. 

May fay they're bones yet 'twill appear 

They're rows of pearl exceeding dear. 

Now, madam, as the chat goes round, 
I hear you have ten thoufand pound : 
But that I as a trifle hold. 
Give me your perfon, dem your gold.; 
Yet for your own fake 'tis fecur'd, 

I hope your houfes too enfur'd, 

I'd have you take a fpecial care. 

And of falfe mortgages beware ; 

You've wealth enough 'tis true, but yet 

You wa^ a friend to manage it. 

Now fuch a friend you foon might have. 

By fixing on your humble Have ; 

Not that I mind a ftately houfe. 

Or value money of a loufe ; 

But your five hundred pounds'a year, 

1 wou*d fecure it for my dear : 
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Then fmilc upon your Have that lies -i 

Half murder'd by your radiant eyes ; r 
Or elfe this very moment di et ■ ■ ■ 

The INSPIRED Q^U I L L. 

Occajionti by a Prefent of Crow-Pems. 

TO you, dear madam, Icomiplain, 
Where wretches never figh in vain | 
But always find, if not relief. 
At leaft compaffion for their grief; 

But I fhou*d make my woes appear. 
Before I claim a gentle tear ; 
My tale is fomething odd, 'tis true ; 
Yet fure 'twill credit find with you. 

Tht h%Q Pythagofas^ you know, 
Aflerted many years ago. 
That when or man or womaii dies. 
The foul to fome new manfion flies* 
Iffo, Belinda J nqwfofair. 
May range the woods a fuUen bear : 
Likcwife the courtly Bdlamour^ % 

The lady's darling to be fure : 
Tho' he in fpariding laces glow. 
The pattern of a perfeft beau ; 
When he puts off the human ihape. 
May ftrut a monkey or an ape. , 

For me who now to you indite, 
Whok t^knt cbicfiy is to write j 
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What form it was I do not know^ 
I wore two thoufand ye^s ago : 
The being that I firft remember^. 
Was on a morning of December j 
But not December laft (I ween) 
No— —many years hive paft between ;. 
I found myfelf a wealthy fquire. 
And ftated by a parlour fire, 
A fine eftate of mellow ground. 
In cafh full thirty thoufand pounds 
Two hundred oxen in a ftall. 
And ten lean fervants at my call. 
An antient houfe wejl built but low,. 
Behind of oaks an ample row, 
A court before without much ftate,. 
And three gaunt maftifFs at the gate -y 

All thefe I had a happy knave 

As you may think but with your leave 

A wretched ufurer was I, 
With haggard jaws and eager eye, 
That ftarv'd amidft unwieldy ftore. 
And loft my life in fearch of more. 
This Pluto faw> and bid me gp^ 
Into the carcafe of a beau,. 
Totafte of pleafure and of painsy 
With flender purfe and fhallow brains 
My wig behind was fmartly ty'd,. 
My filver box with fnuflF fupply'd : 
On books 1 feldom lov'd to pore, 
jButHmg said danc'd^. and aptly fwore;, 
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Wherc-e'cr I came the ladies finird j 
This caird me pug — and t'other child : 
To pleafe and to addrefs the fair. 
Was all my bus'nefi and my care j 
But now my gold began to fly. 
And fure deftru<aion hover'd nigh : 
At lad to Lindfo was I led. 
From whence the ftruggling fpirit fled. 

Almtrid^ lap-dog next I grew. 
And wore a coat of glofly hue, 
Carefs'd and courted ev'ry dayy 
At evening by her fide I lay : ' 

Her (miles were always bent on me 
(The happicft days that c*er I fee) 
But, oh, as by a river fide, 
I walk'd along with fhort^liv'd pridey 
A cruel foot-boy threw me in) 
And laugh'd as tho' it wa9 nofin. 

Once more to gain a human faces 
I ftepp'd into a lawyer's cafe : 
This ftation pleas'd me wond'rous well. 
And in a trice I learned to fpcU, 
Cou'd read old Coke with prying eyes> 
Explain, diftinguifh, andadvife. 
Talk Latin to a gopd degree ^ 
As admittendo cuftodiy 
Ejefff extendi : and my fee : 
*Tis true I fcom'd to rob or UH) 
But not to cheat or forge a will : 
In jointures I cou'd fplit ah^^ 
^(/xnaiv it turn againft the l:veu ; 



} 
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I fparM no widow for her tears. 
No orphan for his tender years : 

My maxim was Get money, man. 

Get money, where and how you pan : 
Thus thro* the ftate of life I ruri, 
(For, ah ! my race was quickly done) 
And ftill preferv'd my ears and nofc, 
In fpite of venial fms like thofe. 

My next difguife too well you know. 
Degraded to a fimple crow j 
Both cold and hunger doom*d t6 bear. 
And hover in the limpid air. 
Till on a day a fpiteftil hind. 
With dreadful arms and bloody hiind, 
Vow'd quick deftruftion to my head : 
And in a moment fhot me dead : 
Then fet my ghaftly corfe oithigh' 
To fright my fellows horn his rye* 

I now grew out of Pluto's favour. 
Who grumbled at my late behaviour ; 
And vow'd (when thus his fentence ran) 
I (hou'd no more appear as man ; 
But that he wou^d confine me ftiil 
Within the compafs of a quill. 

My fate is hard, as you may guefi. 
Yet I eou*d bear it ne'er-the-lefs, 
Wou*d you or fortune be fo kind 
To comfort an afflicted mindy 
And take me from the hated cell, 
Where ye&etihy you bid me dwdl ^ 



Mrs. L E A P O R. 71 

For oh, I guefs nay more, I know it. 

That my new miftrefs is a poet ; 
Then how fhall I, who ftill inherit 
A tin<£lure of the lawyer's fpirit 5 
How (hall I bear from time to time 
To fcrawl unprofitable rhyme ? 
To live for years and ne*er behold 
The prefence of enchanting gold. 

Yet fcribble on ^Befidcs, alack, 

I fear flie'll quickly break my back. 

Then fince my pedigree you know, 
(Dear madam) ah, fome pity (how. 
And reconmiend me to a place ; 
For fure there's mercy in your face. 
To fome attorney let me go. 
For there my talents fuit you knows 
Heroicks I (hall write but ill ; 
But Tin a dodtor at a bill. 
At flights of fancy very dull ; 
But well can form receipts at full. 

The favour that I a(k of you, 
(Have pity when the wretched fue) 
Is your good word, or what is better, 
A recommendatory letter. 
And if Tm happy in your grace, 
I think I need not doubt a pla^se. 
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On Mr. P P E'% 
UNIVERSAL PifAYER. 

AH thou ! whom nature and thy ftars defign'd. 
At once the joy and envy of mankind^ 
To thy lov'd memory this figh I fend ; 
To thee a ftranger, to thy lines a friend : 
How bleft the Mufe cou'd j[he like thine afpire. 
So finooth her accent, and fublime her fire ; 
With bright defcription make the bofom glow. 
Charm like thy fenile, and like thy numben flow : 
O teach my foul to reach the feats divine. 
And praife her Maker in a ftrain like thine. 

Ye carelefs ones, who never thought before. 
Read this grand verfe, then tremble and adore : 
Let idem enthufiafts here be taught to know 
'Tis from the heart true piety muft flow. 
Here hope, content, and finiling mercy (hine ; 
. And breathe celeftial thro' the fpeaking line ; 
From the ftill mind its guilty paffions roll. 
And dawning grace awakes die fervent foul. 

Let angry zealots quarrel for a name. 
The good, the juft, the virtuous are the (ame : 
Virtue and grace are not to fcfts confin'd j 
They blend with all, and fpread amongft the kind i 
And the pure flame that warms the pious breaft, 
^a/& cannot /nerit who condemn the reft« 



*v/io ^ ^caion or the nriwi . 

"w *rom man his -v«. ^ '^°'"'d us rtJl 

f ^^ofe C ^^^" trough f„o^;,f ^ ^*^«; 
Whom r ^ ^^'^ ^'t and viL Jr?*"S *"nes ; 

-^n JHe between th^ * Manure ) 

^'^^^c theftJm „„ ° ^^«»"eo glide 

"*>^=* not condemn Aercf^. 
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The LIBYAN HUNTER. 
A FABLE. 

Infcribed to the Memory of a late admired 
AUTHOR- 

WHEN merit rifes like the prince of dajr. 
Pale envy turns her aking eyes away } 
Then fallow cheeks with rage are taught to glow, 
And narrow fouls to bloated furies grow. 
Old ftory tell ws^ on an earthly plain 
Once Jove defcended wrapp'd in golden rain : 
Now fate permits no fuch familiar powers. 
But ihoals of criticks fall in leaden fhowers : 
Thefc gaze at wit, as owls behold the fun, 
And curfe the luftre which they fain wou'd fliun ; 
Thefc beafts of prey no living worth endure. 
Nor are the regions of tlie dead fecure ; 
Yet fball the worthy o'er their fpite prevail ; 

Here lies the moral follows next the tale. 

Once on a time on Lilya\ thirfty land. 
Where fliowers feldom wet the burning fand, 
Liv'd happy Sylvius as the morning gay, 
A well-known fav'rite of the prince of day ; 
Whofe hand, unerring, to the mark in view. 
Sent the fwift arrow from the twanging yew : 
Tlie trembling panthers from his fury fly, 
IT^ca the keen jav'lin hifc'd along tJtvctfe^ \ 
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Fierce were his eyes, and dazzling as the fun ; 
His raven locks in mazy ringlets run ; 
A well-ftor'd quiver at his back was ty'd, 
A fhining fpcar his better hand fupply'd : 
Thus rudely charming, he was furc to pleafc 
With graceful negligence and carelefs eafe : 
He breath'd foft mufick from his tuneful tongue. 
And the wild tiger liftcnM to his fong : 
The woodland nymphs their dufky fhades forego, 
And the blue Naiads left the deeps below : 
None guard the flocks, nor hunt the flying prey. 
Till he had iinifti'd the enchanting lay : 
ITien fylvan dames with wreaths of laurel bound 
His chearful temples, and with rofes crown'd. 
But grudging envy heard the juft applaufe. 
And the pale phantom writh'd her hagard jaws ; 
Now fweird the bofoms of repining fwains. 
And hiiSng fcandals flew acrofs the plains. 

At length his fame the wond'ring fky invades. 
And reach'd the Mufes in their facred fhades \ 
Thalia view'd him with an envious eye. 
And thus addrefs'd her partners of the fky : 
*' Ye tuneful maids, give o'er the labour'd fong, 
^' Small are the praifes to our fhare belong ; 
** Look down and fee on yonder fultry plain^ 
" Our voices equall'd by a Libyan fwain } 
'* Give o'er the lay, ye too oflicious fair, 
" Lay down the lyre and fruitlefs hymns forbear, 
" Nor hope to charm the partial prince of day, 
<< While heavVjJ/ accents breathe {torn raoicXsl^ A.v} ' 
H 2 
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•* In vain we keep our radiant feats on high, 
** If rural fwains fhall with our mufic vie :'* 
She faid ; and rage pofieft the beauteous ring. 
Some curfe the youth, and fome their partial king. 
The dame who faw th' infectious murmurs run, 
Roird her blue eyes, and thus afrefli begun : 
•* No more the bays fhall to our fhare belong, 
*^ Nor charmed celeftials fhall attend our fong : 
** But all to Sylvius fhall their ofPrings pay ; 
•* To Syhius favoured by the prince of day. 
•* Shall he exceed the Mufes facred choir ? 
•* Not while revenge ihall injur'd bofoms fire. 

•* But fee, my fifters : On the plains below 
•* Swift Cynthia's hounds purfue the flying doc : 
<< Be mine the tafk to bear a fraudfiil tale, 
** To the fwift hunters in the Libyan vale : 
*• That Cynthia's herds in vain from Sylvius fly ; 
*^ His <]arts purfue them, and the vi<9:ims die : 
** So Delia's rage fhall flop his tuneful tongue, 
** And we no more fhall dread the rival fong." 

Here ceas'd the dame the fmiling fiflers join 

Their loud applaufes to her fly defign. 

Now had the fun withdrawn his piercing eye. 
And night afliim'd the empire of the fky : 
LulPd in her lap repofmg nature lay. 
And fwains forgot die labours of the day : 
The winds werchfufh'd, the ocean ceas'd to roar. 
And foftly murmur'd by the fandy fhore. 
When from Pamajfits flew the envious maid, 
ToM^lbc huatreb of the IoocIy Oiade ; 
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The fierce Virago on a verdant plain 
She found encircled by her fleeping train ; 
Where a cool river bleft the fertile ground. 
Its bank with trees and bending ofiers crown'd : 
Beneath a (hade the lovely Bian flood 
With down-caft eyes, and view'd the rolling flood ; 
Whofe waves were bright with the refleSed beams 
Of her own orb that fparkled on the ftreams. 

** Hail, Delia^ hail, (began the artful dame) 
" Lives there a wretch who owns not Delia\ name ? 
** Lives there a flave whofe daring hand defies 
** The awful emprefs of the nightly fkies I 
** Yes, haughty S)'fom triumphs o'er the plain, 
** Tho' thy choice herds are by his arrows flain ; 
•* The frighted fauns his wanton rage wou'd fly, 
" But the keen dart o'ertakes them, and they die. 
" His fliining fpear arrefts the trembling doe, 
" And groaning flags the deadly weapon know : 
" But if fair Delia to the Libyan fwain 
*' Refigns the freedom of her facred plair>, 
*• Let none difpute the licence of her willy 
" And I retire to our tuneful hill." 

With flufliing. features and diforder'd charms 
The angry Goddefs feiz'd her deathful arms ; 
*« Shall man with me difpute the plain (flie cries 
While kindling rage inflamM her rolling eyes) 
•« This hand fliall well revenge my flaughter'd deer ;" 
She fold ; and furious grafp*d the dreadful fpear. 
And o'er her fhoulder flung the fliining bow. 
Then breathing vengeance fought her ^v\x.k^^ fe^, 
H 3 
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The youth beneath a dufkj fhadc flie f6und, 
Thoughtlefs of ill and fleeping on the ground ; 
A deadly ihaft deluded Cynthia drew ^ 
And to his heart the feather'd vengeance flew ; 
The reaking blood came bubbling through the wound, 
Pour'd o'er his bofom and diftain'd the ground ; 
Then the freed fpirit took her airy way. 
To fields of pleafure and of endlefs day. 

The red-cheek'd morning had now chas'd away 
Night's fable curtain — and the dawning day 
CaU'd forth abroad the trufty bands— Again 
To chafe the tiger o'er the defart plain ; 
To fearch the caves where kingly lions roar. 
And from thick fhad^ diflodge the briftled boar": 
Syhius they want, for him they fearch, they call. 
They fearch the fcades where chryftal waters fall. 
His wonted haunts : then cv'ry voice they try : 
In vain they call, for none, alas ? reply : 
Hear, Sylvius^ hear, they cry $ and all around. 
Hear, Sylvius^ hear, the hollow rocks refound. 
At length a crew, the bafeft of the plain, 
Approached the covert of the flaughter*d fwain : 
Glad they beheld him breathlefs on the ground, 
^nd gazrd with rapture on the purple wound, 
\Vhen one began — ^Now blefs the friendly hand. 
That fwept off Sylvius from the gazing land : 
Behold the day fo oft by us defir*d. 
Here lies the fwain whom lately all adrtiir'd. 

This Phoebus faw, as from his blazing wheels. 
With his broad eye he vicv«r*d the glittering fields* 
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Beheld the youth whom he had tau^t to throw 
The feather'd arrow from the bounding bow. 
Beheld his Syhiui^ to whofe artful tongue 
He taught the numbers of enchanting fong. 
Now cold and breathlefs on the dewy plain. 
And his worft foes infulting o'er the flain : 
Then rag'd the God that wears the filver bow. 
And his broad eyes with fparkling fury glow, 
Swift he defcended in a burning ray, "J 

His beamy locks declare the prince of day, | 

And flafhing glories round his temples play. 

Each on his face the trembling vi6tims fall. 
Their ftammering tongues wou'd fain for mercy call ; 
But as ail grov'ling on the duft they lie, 
His fhafts difpatch them to the darker (ky : 
Learn hence (he cry'd) ye impious men, to know. 
And dread the pow*r that wears the mortal bow : 
For while I rule the blazing throne of day, 
None wrong my fervants but fhall find their pay ; 
He faid — and rais'd his fav'rite from the ground. 
Then finiFd the features : and the gaping wound 
Was feen no more. TTie glowing cheeks revive. 
Shake off the ftamp of death, and feem alive j 
Inftead of cyprefs and a mournful {hroud, 
jtpoUo wrapp'd him in a golden cloud. 
And bore him thence : but where, there's none can fay, 
Unlefs to his own regions of the day. 

And from the ground where Sylvius late was feen. 
Where the warm gore had ftain'd the thirfty green j 
A pleafing tree arofe with flender ftems, 
Thzthreatb'd J/nirfiJia&om its op*iunsg&Tc^ • 
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Thofe op'ning gems the virgins us'd to wear 
On their fair bofoms, and their fliining hair : 
Now the gay fhrub each happy climate knows. 
By all admir'd, and it is call'd the Rofe. 

The TEMPLE of LOVE, 
A DREAM. 

WHEN lonely night composed the drowfy mind. 
And hufli'd the bofom of the weary hind, 
Pleas'd with plain nature and with fimple life, 
I read the fcenes of Shores deluded wife, 
Till my faint fpirits fought the filent bed. 
And on its pillow droppM my aking head j 
Then fancy ever to her Mtra kind, 
• Prepar'd her phantoms for the roving mind* 
Behold a fabrick rifing from the ground. 
To the foft timbrel and the cittern's found : 
Corinthian pillars the vaft building hold. 
Of polifli'd filver and Peruvian gold j 
In four broad arches fpread the (hining doors. 
The blazing roofs enlighten all the floors r 
Beneath a fparkling canopy that (hone 
With Per/tan jewels, like a morning fun 
Wrapp'd in a robe of pureft Tyrian dye, 
Cythera^s image met the ravifli'd eye, 
Whofe glowing features would in paint beguile : 
So well the artift drew her mimick fniile j 
Herlhin'ing tyts confefsM a fprightly joy ; 
^pon her knets recJin'd her wanton bo^ v 
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On the bright walls around her and above. 
Were drawn the ftatutes and the arts of love : 
Thefe taught the filent language of the eye. 
The broken whifper, and amufing lyc ; 
The carelefs glance peculiar to the fair. 
And vows of lovers that diflblve in air ; 
The graceful anger, and the rolling eyes ; 
The praftis'd blufh, and counterfeit furprife. 
The language proper for pretending fwains ; 
And fine defcription for imaginM pains ; 
The friendly caution, and defigning eafe. 
And all the arts that ruin while they pleafe. 

Now cnter'd, follow'd by a fplendid train, 
A blooming damfel and a wealthy fwain j 
The gaudy youth in fliining robes array^J, 
Behind him follow'd the unthinking maid : 
Youth in her cheek like opening rofes fprung, 
Her carelefs treffes on her ihodders hung. 
Her imiles were chearfiil as enfiv'^ning May-; 
Her drcfe was carelefs, and her eyes were gay j 
Then to foft voices and melodious found 
The board Was fprcad, the fparklingglaffes crowned j 
The (prightly virgin in a moment (hincs 
In the gay produ6l of the eaftcrn mines ; 
Then Pride comes in with patches for the fair, 
And fpicy odours for her curling hair : 
Rude Riot in a crimfon veft array *d, 
With fmooth-fac'd Flatfry like a chamber-maid : 
Soft J»omp and Pleafure at her elbow ftand. 
And Folly ihakes the rattles in bcr hand. 
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But now her feeble ftrufture feem'd to fliake, 
Its bafis trembled and its pillars quake ; 
Then rufli'd Sufpicion through the lofty gate, 
With heart-fick loathing led by ghaftly Hate ; 
And foaming Rage, to clofe the horrid band, 
With a drawn poniard in her fhaking hand. 
Now like an earthquake fliook the reeling frame, 
The lamps extinguifli in a purple flame : 
One univerfal groan was heard, and then 
The cries of women and the voice of men : 
Some roar out vengeance, fome for mercy call ; 
And (hrieks and tumult fill the dreadful hall. 

At length the fpe<ares vanifli'd from my fight, 
Again the lamps refum'd a feeble light ; 
But chang'd the place : no fplendor there was fhown, 
But gloomy walls that mirth had never kno\«^n ; 
For the gay dome where plcafure us'd to dwell, 
Appear'd an abbey and a doleful cell ; 
And here the fad, the ruin'd nymph was found. 
Her robe diforderM and her locks unbound. 
While from her eyes the pearly drops of woe, 
Wa(h'd her pale cheek where rofcs us'd to blow ; 
Her blue and trembling lips prepared to breathe 
The fighs that made her fwelling bofom heave j 
Thus ftupid with her grief fhe fat and preft 
Her lily hands acrofs her penfive brcaft j 
A group of ghaftly phantoms flood behind, 
Whofe tafk it is to rack the guilty mind : 
Wide-mouth*d Reproach with vifage rude and thin, 
And biffing Scandal made a hideous din i 
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Remorfe that darted from her deadly wingSji * 
Invenom'd arrows and a thoufand ftings : 
Then with pale cheeks and with a ghaftly ftarc, 
Peep'd o'er herfhoulder hoUow-ey'd Defpairj 
Whofe hand extended bore a bleeding heart, 
And Death behind her fhook his threatening dart: 
Thele forms with horror fill'd my aking brcaft, 
And from my eye-lids drove the balm of reft : 
I woke and found old night her courfe had run. 
And left her empire to the rifmg fun. 

ADVICE to MTRTILLO. 

SINCE you, Myrtilloy will devote your time 
To the lean ftudy of delufive rhyme ; 
Since you're content to flumber out your days. 
To dream of dinners, but to feed on praife j 
Receive this counfel, e'er your flights begin. 
From one long pradtis'd in the darling fm. 

Now fame's broad ocean lies before your way ; 
Yet, friend, be careful i 'tis a dang'rous fca : 
Where (tho' fome few may reach the happy land) 
Are numbers wreck'd upon the treach'rous fand : 
Then guard your fpirits, as you prize your eafe, 
Nor once indulge them in a thirft of praife j 
For fame, like fortune, (proud, yet wanton too) 
Is pleas'd to fly and make the wretch purfuej 
Frowns on her flaves, but to the carelcfs mind 
That flights her favours fhe is always kind. 

Would you the ladies ftiou'd approve your fong ? 
Paint Sy/w<?'s eyes, or praife Clarinda% tou^^\ 
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Defcribe the channs •£ Clois fprightly air. 
Or blooming Daphne more divinely fair ; 
Or Vifius^ fon that hurls the flaming dart. 
And tag each ftanra with a bleeding heart : 
Tell them of rocks where tears eternal flow, 
DiflblvM to fountains by a lover's woe : 
Of icy boibms that in fununer freeze. 
And fighs much ftronger than a fouthern breeze. 

Perhaps the fair, whom for a theme you choofe, 
Muft owe her beauties to your (kilful Mufe : 
Has erring nature rus'd her nofe too high. 
Sunk down her cheeks, or drawn her lips awry ? 
No matter how the twifted features ftand, 
TheyHl grow divine beneadi a poet's hand : 
Though her dim eye-balls roll within her head. 
Like two gra^ bullets in a verge of red ; 
You, like Prometheus^ muft their rays infpire. 
And fill dieir orbs with more than mortal fire. 

Do you the levee of his grace attend. 
And (like moft poets) fliould you want a friend. 
Make not his worth the meafure of your fong ; 
But learn his humour, and you can*t be wrong : 
Perhaps this maxim may offend the wife i 
But you muft flatter, if you mean to rife: 
Obferve what paflions in his bofom roll. 
And watch the fecret motions of his foul : 
Mind what falfe guard has left a breach within, 
For fome choice folly, or fome darling fin : 
Thefe you muft hide — ^but draw his virtues nigh, 
Xctf the rude pi£ivie fbock the gazing eye. 
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The Herald's Office you muftiearch with care; 
And look you find no pimps nor taylors there : 
Bring none to light but honourable knaves ; 
Shut up the peaiants in their mouldy graves : 
If knights are wanting in die dufky breed, 
Jnhur\ roun4 table will fupply your need* 

No more — ^for I (as many teachers do) 
Shew my own folly by inftru6Hng you ; 
And you perhs^ difdain my wholfome rtiles $ 
So iaucy pupils count their matters fools : 
But (hou'd your pride the conunon track refiifir,- 
You*ll find (mall penfions for jrour haughty Mufe : 
Still you may (cribble on ; and in the end 
Be juft as rich as— ^Sir, your humble friend. 

The SACRIFICE. 
An EPISTLE to C K L I A. 

IF you, dear Cr/ui, Xannot bear 
The low delists that others fliare : 
If nothing will your palate fit '" 

But learning, eloquence, and wit. 
Why you may fit alone (I ween) 
Till youVe devoured with die fpleen : 
But if variety can pleafe 
With hiHBble fcenea and carele(s eafe ; 
If finiles can banifh melandioly. 
Or whUnTy with its parent folly \ 

Vol. JL I 
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If any joy in thefe there be, 
I dare invite you down to me. 
You know thefe little roofs of mine 
Are always facrcd to the Nine ; 
This day wc make a Sacrifice 
To the ParnaJJian deities. 
Which I am ordered hy Jpotto 
To fliew you in the words that follow. 
As firft we purge the hallowM room. 
With foft utenfil call'd a broom \ 
And next for you a throne prepare. 
Which vulgar mortals call a chair: 
While zephyrs from an engine blow, 
And bid the fparkling cinders glow { 
Then gather found the mounting flames, 
The prieftcfe and aflembled dames. 
While fome inferior maid ihall bring 
Clear water from the bubbling fpring : 
Shut up in vafe of fable dye, 
Secure from each unhallowed eye. 
Fine wheaten bread you next behold. 
Like that which Homer fmgs oF old. 
And by fome unpolluted fair 
Itmuft be fcorch'd with wond'rous care : 
So far 'tis done : and now behold 

The facred vcflfels-;^ not of gold : 

Of polifli'd earth muft they be form'd. 
With painting curioufly adorn'd. 
Thefe rites are paft : and now muft foUoM^ 
Thegrmd Jib^tion to Jpotto^ 
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Of juices drawn from magick weeds^ 
And pith of certain InMan reeds. 
For flow'r of milk the prieftefs calls. 
Her voice re-echoes from the walls 5 
With her's the fitter voices blend. 
And with the od'rous fteam afcend : 
Each fair one now a Sibyl grows. 
And ev*ry cheek with ardour glows^ 
And (tho* not quite befide their wits) 
Are felz'd with deep prophetick fits. 
Some by myfterious figures fliow 
That Celia loves a (hallow beau ; 
And fome by iigns and hints declare^ 
That Damon will not wed Ziphatr : 
Their neighbours fortunes each can tell. 
So potent b the mighty fpell. 

This is the feafl, and this, my friend, 
Are you conmianded to attend : 
Yes, at your peril: but adieu, 
I've tired both myfelf and you. 

The P O W ER of BEAUTY. 

OG O D D E S & of cternsa fmiles. 
Bright Q^/^tf the feir. 
Who taught SaUm^s pleafingwUes 
By which (he won JSilkir. 



1% 
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JSellairj the witty and the vains 

Who laugh'd at beauty's pow'r f 
But now the conquered humble fwaii» 

Adores a painted flow'r. 

With Delias art my fong infpirc> 

Whofe lips of rofy hue 
Can ne'er the partial audience tir^ 

Tbo* wifer Claudia^s do» 

Tho' Claudw^s wit and fcnfe rcfin'S 

Plows cafy from her tongue } 
Her foul but coarfly is enfluin'd. 

So Claudia's in the wrong. 

Hark, Delia fpeaks that blooming fi^r. 

See crouds are gathering round 

Wkh open mouths ; and wildly iWe 
Ta catch the empty foimd. 

See LiliaWixh a judgment clear. 

With manly wifdom Weft ; 
Wit, Icafning, prudence, all appear 

In that unruiBed breaft. 

But yet no beau for Ldi^ dies> 
No fonnets pave her way ; 

Say, Mufe, from whence thefe evib rife- 
Why, Lelias teeth decay. 
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Then, why do rev'rend fages rail 

At woman's wanton pride ? 
If wifdom, wit, and prudence fiiily 

Let meaner arts- be try'd* 

Thofc arts to pleafe are only meant i' 

But with an angry frown. 
The Queen of Wifdom lately fcnt- 

This proclamation down : 

Minerva^ with th^ azure ej^es,— — • 

And thus the flatute runs, 
«* If you wou*d have your daughters wif% 

Take care to mend your fons." 

JOB'% CURSE, and his APPEAL. 
Taken out of Jobj Chap. 1, and xxxi. 

LE T not that day in circling rrioments run, 
Whenfirft thefe eyes beheld the odious fun : 
Let his gay beams forfake the mournihg fields. 
And ftarting backward roll his flaming wheels j 
Let fulphurous hail defcend in baneful (how'rs. 
And horrid darknefs mix the jumbling hours ; 
Let trembling mortals gaze in vain for light, 
Gurs'd be the day, and doubly curs'd the night :- 
Thou my great judge thefe imprecations hear. 
And rend her minutes from the rolling year i* 
To the fad fkies be every ftar dehyd ; 
While fcorching plagues on quivering meteors niity 

H 
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Let the black air no meltisg muflck know. 
But ring with horror and complaints of woe ; 
Thro' the grim fhade let grifly terrors run. 
And weeping forrows that abhor the fun ; 
Let pale-ey'd fpe£tres burft their yawning tombs» 
And dreadful echoes fhake the hideous gloom ; 

, The low'ring eaft pour down a lafting ftorml 
Nor thfo' her gates admit the ftru^ling morn i 
Let the dark hours no lively breaking fee, 
Becaufe they gave thefe ceafeleis tears to me. 

As others have, alas ! why could not I 
Yield my (hort being, and an infant die i 
Why was a mother^s care indulged to me ? 
And why fupported on her friendly knee ? 
Why did I in her tender bofom grow 
A fofter'd fubjed of impending woe ? 
Did friendly death my marble limbs enchain, 
This bleeding heart wpuld know no (marting pain;; 
Then lafting ileep would feal my fbaded eyes. 
Where frozen pride and conquered vengeance lies i 
There weary flaves forgotten reft may find. 
And injur'd orphans leave their tears behind j 
Tyrannicfc rage muft in the grave fubfide, ^ 

Where ftarving wretches find their wants fupply'd, f 
Thrice happy reft, O why to me deny*d ! 
Life ftill will hover round defpairing flaves. 
Who flight her favours, and would court their graves > 
Death gliding by us, (hews his grizly charms ; 
But the coy phantom mocks our reaching arms. 
ffc jRies the d ungeons of intreating woe, 

Aad Mk^$ this profp'rqus widx uKwiVcoma \>\qj^v\ 
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To blpomingyoittkhis psufttat mPTQWS %, . -j 

O'er withered mendicants^ thatvaiiily try V 

To meet the &tal ihaft, zni only wifli to die^ ^^ 

When darkneft fits black regent of die ikk^ <| 
And round my bed redoubled horrors rife, Y 

Till night grows Kideous with my conftant cries ; ^ 
My tortured' limbs with ceafelefe pangs, are tom^ 
But yet I live to fee returning morn : 
The piercing fun thrufts in*a (piteful ray. 
To wound my eydids with unwelcome day. 

Tyrannick death, whom trembling mortals flcc> 
The prince of ills to ev'ry wetch but mc. 
Plays with the torments of my ftruggUng heaitt 
And o'er my bofom (hakes his lingMng dart. 
O ! facred Judge, when will thy wrath be done ? 
Why do I live to fcare the wond'ring fun ? 
Let not thy mercy fpare my wounded clay. 
But ftrike and fweep me from ofFenfive day» 
My heart is vexed with confuming fears. 
And nourilh'd only with continual tears ^ 
Qofe at my heels purfue a meagre train 
Of pining Sicknels, and diftorting Pain, 
Pale-ey'd Confufion with dKhevel'd hair^ 
And wild Impatience leading on Defpair. 

Did I with crimes profane my days of reft ? 
Did e'er prefumption fwell my rifing brcaft ? 
Did guilty flame my tainted foul furprife ? 
Or fnares of beauty catch my wand'ring eyes f 
If e'er injuftice fwell'd my fpreading lands> 
If e'er oppreffipji -ftain'd my guiltlefs \axA^ \ 
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Then let my God his flaming vengeance throw. 
Renew my plagues, and double ev'ry woe. 
Did e*er my fcrvants of their lord complain ? 
Did humble rhetorick e'er plead in vain ? 
In vain to me did hclplcfs widows cry ? 
Or at my gate negle&ed orphans lie ? 
No ; their glad eyes my plenteous table knew,^ 
And with my own the foftcr'd infants grew. 
Were e'er my portals barr'd againft the poor ? 
Did not die ftranger blefs my friendly door ? 
Tho*^ cold and hungry in my courts he mourn'd. 
Joyful and full the fmiling wretch return'd. 

When ev'ry good obey'd my lordly will, 
Did I by fraud my glitt'ring cofFers fill ? 
Did I by fraud increafe the tempting florc ? 
Or dote too fondly on the (hining ore ? 
Did reftlefs envy in my bofom roll ? 
Or lurking malice blot my tainted foul ? 
No — this fond heart has bled for diflant woe. 
And learn'd compaflion for a fuiking foe. 
Did e'er my foul from its Creator run 
To painted idols, or the beaming fun ? 
Or to the moon my wav'ring fenfes yield. 
When her pale rays adorn'd the glift'ring field ? 

Yet flay, prefumptuous wretch, nor urge too far 
Thy doubtful fentence at the dreadful bar : 
What melting rhet'rick, or what potent friend, 
At heav'n's tribunal fhall thy caufe defend ? 
Where finother'd evils, hid from mortal eye,, 
Mature and open to Omnifcience lie. 



Mrs. L E A P O a. 93 

WINTER. 

WH AT pi£hires now Ihall wanton fimcy bring ? 
Or how the Mufe to Artemifia fuig ? 
Now fliiv'ring nature mourns her ravUh'd chann^y 
And finks fupine in winter's frozens aoms. 
No gaudy banks delight the raviih'd eye^^ 
But northern breezes whiftle thro* the iky* 
No joyful choirs hail the rifing day. 
But the froze chryftal wraps diejeafleis f{Hray : 
Brown look the meadows that wereiaferib fine^ 
And cap*d with ice the diftant mountains Ibine i 
The fileAtiinnet views the gloomy ik^^ 
Sculks to his hawthorn, nor attempts to fly : 
Then heavy clouds &nd down tl>e fea:thjqr'd fiiow ; 
Tfu-ough naked trees the hollow tempefts blow ; 
The fhepherd fighs, but not his fighs prevail ; 
To the foft fnow fuccecds the rulhing hail ; 
And thefe white profpeds foon refign their room 
To melting (howers or unplcaiing gloom ; 
The nymphs and fwains their aking fingers bloWs 
Shun die cold rains, and blefs the kinder ihow 9 
While the faint travellers around them fee. 
Here feas of mud, and there a leaflefs tree : 
No budding leaves, no honey-fuckles gay. 
No yellow crow-foots paint the dirty way \ 
The lark fits mournful as afraid to rife. 
And the fad finch his fofter fong denies. 

Poor d^«J £^/^ ftalks from cow to wil> 
Who to herSghs return a mournful lovr v 
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While their fiill udders her broad hands aflail. 
And her fliarp nofe hangs dropping o'er the pail. 
With garments trickling like a (hallow fpring. 
And his wet locks all twifled in a firing, 
Afflifled Cymon waddles thro' the mire. 
And rails at Wirifred creeping o'er the fire. 

Say, gentle Mufes, fay, is this a time 
To fport with poefy and laugh in rhyme ? 
While the chill'd blood, that hath forgot to glide. 
Steals thro' its channels in a lazy tide : 
And how can Phabus^ who the Mufe refines. 
Smooth the dull numbers when he feldom ihines ? 



To a Gentleman mth a Manufcript Play, 

] 



AS fome grave matron bred on rural downs, 
Who at the mention of a top-knot frowns, 
And the proud minxes of the market-towns ; 
Whofe humble fenfcs are not much refin'd. 
But us'd to labour with a chearful mind; 
Clad in plarn coif and gown of ruflet hue. 
With home-fpun apron of a decent blue ; 
From the white curds extra£b the greener whey. 
Nor dreams of faihion, poetry, or play; 
From wicked verfe averts her cautious eyes^ 
And wonders people can delight in lies : 
At length her landlord, the right noble Tquire, 
Takes her young daughter at her own defu^e j 
Prefers the damfel to attend his fpoufe, 
Andlbc with Joy refigns her bxindled cows i 
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For London now prepares the finiling dame. 
While her fad mother trembles at the name : 
But O ! what griefs attend the parting leave. 
No mufe can paint them, nor no heart conceive : 
In vain her fpoufc or friendly neighbour tries. 
To quell the forrows in her ftreaming eyes : 
Rojfell fhe fears will flight her Jerfey gown. 
And wear white aprons in the fmful town ; 
On the pure ghoft of Wirt f red then fhe calls, 
To guard her child within its guilty walls. 

So this rude babe I to your mercy yield. 
Rough as the foil of fome untillag'd fiekl : 

Can nature pleafe? Not till (he's well rcfin'd. 

Reforming art fbould follow clofe bdiind ; 
But that proud dame with me difdains to dwell. 
And far fhe flies — ^Ah far from Mird% cell* 
What then remains ? What hope for me or mincy 
But the kind filence of forgetful time ? 
To fave us from the fly buffooning leer. 
The fpiteful grimace, and the fcornful fneer ; 
The threatening critic with his dreadful rules. 
The wit's keen fatlre, and the burft of fools. 

The wretched villain pinion'd up on high. 
Two hours pendent 'twixt the earth and iky. 
With eggs and turnips whirling round his pate, 
Is but an emblem of an author's fate. 
A dread example to the rhyming fry. 
So poets tell me, but I hope they lye : 
The world's good-natur'd, if it is not crofl:> 
iBut wits arc often faucy to their co&. 
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Tho* unftfTur^dy yet not in deep deTpair, 
I truft this infiuit to its patron's care : 
Ah let your roofs die fimple vagrant flueld,' 
I a(k no more than charity may yields 
Some little corner in the friendly dome, 
(Left the loofe varbt be indticMto roam) 
\Vhere the cold florms may hover roond in vain. 
The chilling fiiow or penetrating rain ; 
Where the fierce rat (all dfeadfiil) never climbs. 
Nor the fleek mooftt (ad foe to MMs rhymes. 

But I have done fo r ^o lA^lores a friend 
With long pedttonS) juftly may offend : 
To no ftrait bounds good-nature is confin'd ; 
And who fhall didate to a generous mind ? 
Which not content in narrow fpace to roll. 
Like the broad ocean fpreads from pole to pole : 
Wlule the ^ad nations bids the ample tide. 
And wafted treafures o'er its Surface ^e : 
That ftill waves on, rcgardicfs of their praife. 
As you perhaps of JMSrds idle lays. 

SILFIA and the BEE. 

AS SihU in her garden ftray*d. 
Where each offidous rofe. 
To welcome the aj^roaching maid» 
With fairer beauty glowa. 

Tranfported from their dewy beds. 

The new blown lilies rife : 
Gay tulips wave their fhinmghcads^ 
TopleaCshoi: brighter «ycs» 
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A bee that fought the fwteteft flow'r, 

To this fair quarter came : 
Soft humming rouiui the fatal boVr, 

That held the (miling dame. 

He fe^rch'd the op'ning buds with care. 

And flew from tree to tree : 
But, Silvioj (finding none fo fair) 

Unwifely fix'd on thee. 

Her hand obedient to her thought. 

The rover did deftroy ; 
And the flain infe6l dearly bought 

Its momentary joy. 

But now too rafh unthinking maid, 

Confider what you've done ; 
Perhaps you in the duft have laid 

A fair and hopeful fon. 

Or from his friends and fenate wife 

Have fwept a valu'd peer ; 
Whofe life, that you fo lightly priz^t 

Was to his country dear. 

Then, Silvioy ceafc your anger now> 

To this your guiltlefe foe ; 
And fmooth again that gentle brow» 

Where lafting lilies blow. 

Vol. IL K 
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Soft Cynthio vows when you depart, 

The fun withdraws its ray. 
That nature trembles like his heart. 

And ftorms eclipfe the day. 

Amintor fwears a morning fun's 

Lefs brilliant than your eyes ; 
And tho' his tongue at random runs, 

You fcldom think he lyes. 

They tell you, thofe foft lips may vie 

With pinks at op'ning day ; 
And yet you flew a fimple fly. 

For proving what they fay. 

Believe me, not a bud like thee 

In this fair garden blows ; 
Then blame no more the erring bee. 

Who took you for the rofe. 

The CRUEL PARENT. 
A DREAM. 

jnr^WAS when the fun had his fwift progre 

•* made. 

And left his empire to the queen ©f (hade ; 
Bright Cynthia too, with her refulgent train. 
Shot their paleluftre o'er the dewy plain : 
Sat tonely Mira with her head reclin'd, 
And moMxti^ the forrows of her helplcls kind : 



Mrs. L E A P O R. 99 

Then to her fancy Celiacs woes appear, 
The nymph, whofe tale deferves a pitying tear ; 
Whofe early beauties met a fwift decay ; 
A rofe that faded at the rifmg day. 
While grief and fhame opprefs'd her tender age, 
Perfu'd by famine and a father's rage ; 
Till too much thought the aking heart opprefs'd, 
And Mira's eye-lids clos'd in filcnt reft : 
Then aftive fancy, with her airy train, 
Compos'd the fubftance of th' enfuing dream. 

In a black (hade my wand'ring felf I found, 
A wood encircled by a thorny bound 5 
Where oaks up-rais'd their kingly heads on high. 
And the pleas'd linnets thro' the branches fly : 
There lofty elms the wond'ring fkies invade. 
And the dark cyprefs caft a browner fhade : 
Grave laurels there the humbler (hrubs overlook ; 
There the pale afli, and there the poplar ihook j 
Here pliant elder whom her fruits adorn. 
And the brown hafel wove with (bagged thorn : 
Rude briers there their clafping tendrils twine, 
Whofe rugged arms with ufelefs rofes (hine. 

Beyond the confines of the duflcy brake, 
A plain was bounded with a ftanding lake. 
Where planks of timber ftretch'd on mould'ring beams, 
Form'd a weak paflTage o'er the putrid ftreams, 
Whofe flimy waters to its arches clung. 
Where wrapped in weeds the clodded vermin hung. 

On this brown plain furrounded by the wood. 
And the green Jake*— an aged cattle ftooA \ 
K 2 
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Whofe iron gates were ftri<aiy fhut to all. 
And frowning roofe hung o'er the crumbling wall : 
Here perchM Revenge and ever-wafting Care, 
And Melancholy with diflievd'd hair. 
Before the portals wait a grifly band, 
Frau4 with a pencil in her (baking hand : 
Long ArroUs of parchment at her feet were laid. 
Behind her fhoulder ftood her ghaftly maid : 

Oppreffion nam'd and ftretch'd her filthy claw. 

And next pale Av'rice with infatiate maw $ 
Two cumbrous bags his twining arms iidcid^ 
Of canker'd filver and of ufelefi gold i 
Grimly he ftands, and by his iide appears 
Pierce Cruelty all drench'd in orphans tears ; 
Within (attended by relentlels Hate) 
Sufpicion fquinted thro' the barb'rous grate : 
To thefe rude doors approach'd with balhful mien, 
jSoft Ceii0 once the brighteft of the plain. 
But now the rofes from her cheeks were flown. 
Nor cou'd the fair one by her charms be known i 
Thofe charms are now in fable weeds array'd. 
Her arm fupported by a mournful maid : 
From her wan eyes the tears incefiant flow. 
And alt her form was penitence and woe. 
- But fee Lyfsgus^ her relentlefs fire, 
Whofe eye-balls fparkled with difda'mful ire j 
His potent hand the founding locks obey, 
With grating notfe die horrid gates gave way : I 

Then proftrate at his feet the damfel lay. J 

Three times to /peak the lovely mourner try'd ; 
Thrice on her lips the famting muxm.\tt% Af ^ \ 
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ollows figh, and tear fucceeds to tear : 

igth flic cry'd Ah ! my Lyfegusy hear ; ^ 

ure, or if penitence may fue, 

let my forrows find relief from you ; 

lightly ftars my conftant wailings know, 

ifmg fun is witnefs to my woe : 

rho fliall paint what wretched Celia feels, 

e fliame and famine hunt her flying heels : 

fools deride me, and the virtuous fliun, 

I to the fields and lonely fliades I run ; 
ind no comfort from the lonely fliadc, 
y approach the bloflbms feem to fade : 
wilds unknown to human kind, 
:annot leave my hated felf behind ; 

am Oh am I by my parent curs'd ; 

II my woes the deepeft and the worft ? 
aid Lyfegus anfwer'd in a rage, 

:e vile difturber of my lucklefs age : 
ik not by tears this ftubborn heart to win, 
jar my fenfcs with thy hateful din : 
learn of vagrant*!, (fit companions) go, 
r arts of ftealing, and their whine of woe* 
when before the gate of pride you ftand, 
crave your morfel at the porter's hand ; 
fome ftern flave prevent the coming prize, 
)wn to the dogs before thy longing eyes : 

:easM but Cella views no more the fun> 

now her forrow with her life was done : 
eyes no more afford their lucid ftreamsy 
the pulfe ftruggles in her quiet vdn^. 

K3 
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The tyrunt vicw'd her with a ghaftly look. 
His heart beat heavy, and his finews (hook j 
When lo, a fpeftre, horrible to view, 
Rofe quick as vapours of a morning dew ; 
Whofc prefence caft unpleafing darknefi round, 
A cyprefs wreath his faded temples crown'd : 
Strange forms were painted on his fable robe. 
One hand extended bore a chryftal globe ; 
Where the pale finner might his pt£hire find. 
Yet not his features, but his darker mind : 
In vain to fliun the faithful glafs he tries. 
It plays unafk'd before his aking eyes : 
His quick left hand with this performed Its part. 
His right was dreadful with a poifon'd dart : 
Then with a loud and horrid voice be cry'd, 
Lyfigus^ mourn thy cruelty and pride : 
' From the fair court of equity I came, 
Caird by thy fins, and Confcience is my name ; 
This venom*d dart {hall now thy entrails tear,, 
And teach thy eyes to know the melting tear : 
Prepare thy fpirits for their weight of woe. 
With Celiacs name I arm the dreadful blow : 

He faid, and ftruck the vifionary dart 

Sought the dark bottom of Lyfegus' heart : 

He fell and falling rais'd a fearful cry ; 

Then Mra woke, and found the morning flcy. 
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M P S U S: 

O R, T H E 
C A S T L E-B U I L D E R. 

IN days of yore, e*er Britons grew too wife 
To court proud fortune, or believe in lycs^ 
A youth was born, his father's only fon 
(Well for his fire he had no more than one.) 
This good old man with pleafure us'd to range 
O'er the fmall limits of his peaceful grange : 
His calves and oxen were his only care. 
His homely fervants, and his fmiling heir. 
Now tall and ftrait the pratling infant grew i 
A fprightly boy, with cheeks of crimfon hue;. 
His father plac'd him in a country fchool. 
To learn Divifion, and the Golden Rule : 
But when the fair afplring youth began 
To walk on tiptoe to the verge of man ; 
His difcontented thoughts began to rove 
Beyond the profped of his father's grove. 
Jn vain the hawthorn fprcads her fnowy pride. 
And the pale lily gilds the fountain-fide : 
He loaths the country, and his fellow-fwains ; 
For mighty projefts fill his working brains : 
And when black ihade invefts the fleepy (ky^ 
And the ftill herds on dewy hillocks lie ; 
When reftlejf5 nature finds herfelf reipos'J^ 
AndJazy eyelids are in /lumber dov^A^v 
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Then fancy bore the mctamorphos'd fwain 
Far from his neat-herds, and defpifed plain ; 
By flaves attended ; drawn by fhining wheels ; 
With flowing purple at his graceful heels ; 
With royal gold his manly temples crown'd ; 
And thus the monarch took his awful round ; 
Till fpiteful morning rais'd her infant brow, 
And caird the prince to guide his flavifh plough* 

But ftill to court our happy youth could fpeed 
Without th' afliftance of inchanter's reed ; 
Sometimes a hunting with his lordfliip ride, 
Or loll on couches, wrapt in filken pride : 
But when the foul her gay cxcurfions made,, 
His flupid limbs forgot their ufual trade j 
In folemn paufes he would often ftand, 
And drop the pitch-fork from his carelefs hand. 
This ftrange behaviour much amaz'd his fire. 
And oft the caufe his fondnefs would enquire : 
The tattling goflips too their cenfures move : 
Some caird it phrcnzy, and fome thought it love. 

It happenM on a fummer's lovely morn. 
As mufing Mopfus wander'd thro' the corn. 
Where nodding popples dropt with pearly dew,. 
And the pure aether wore a healthy blu€? i 
His ear was grated by a noify train, 
Who call'd for pity in a canting ftrain. 
One fubtil beldam, of the fwarthy band. 

Said with a fmile and gently grafp'd his hand ;. 

I'll tell the6 what (hall hap in future days. 
How thou by marriage (halt thy fortune raife i 
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I'll tell thee too whatlove-fick maids fhall die 
For thofe fweet features, and that leering eye. 
This pretty jargon won the cheated clown, 
Who flily dropt the Sibyl half a crown. 
The pelf with joy the fable matron vicw'd j 
Then bleisM her patron, and her tale perfu'd.' 
Lay down thy fork, and throw thy fcrip afidc : 
I fee, my lad, I fee thy wealthy bride ; 
See her gilt chariot cut the fmoaking fields. 
And twelve gay youths attend the gaudy wheels. 
She's tall, widi (kin as fair as dropping fnow j 
And her black eyes are like the ripcn'd floe. 
Ah, lucky youth f— — my noble lord, I mean. 
Go change your drefs, and leave the ruftic plain ; 
For the next journey you Ihall take, be fure 
You'll find this lady at hsr father's door. 
Obferve her well ; I told you fhe was fair ; 
Her eyes are black, and fo's her curling hair. 
Take courage, lad j purfue her clofe, my fon ; 
Fair ladies never are by cowards won. 
Thisfaid, they part: the matron takes her way 
O'er the brown fields, in fearch of further prey. 
Mute flood the youth — This pleafing pifture brought 
The bright Alethia to his roving thought \ 
Alethia fair, by fhining peers ador'd. 
The wealthy heirefs of a neighb'ring lord. 
' Pis true, the virgin is of high degree. 
But who (hall alter what the fates decree ? 
Tranfported, Mopfm to his home return'd. 
Where his fweJiy heart with cxpc^UoaNs»xvi^% 
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In vain his mother wholfome meat provides, 

I'or down his throat no fav'ry morfel glides ; 

Till to his bed the tired fun withdrew, 

And fummon'd Mopfus to his chamber too. 

There, with diforder'd limbs, and waking eyes, 

Strctch'd on his couch, the fev'rifh lover lies. 

So deathlefs heroes, as romances fliow, "i 

Nor calls of flecp, nor pinching hunger know ; r 

But with thin diet mere immortals grow. 

Old night had more than half her progrefs run ; 
The ftars grew paler at the diftant fun -, 
The chearful eaft was flreak'd with lighter grey j 
And the fhrill lark began to look for day ; 
The fky was clear, the zephyrs gently blew ; 
When daring Mopfus left the fleeping crew. 
With face clean walh'd, and in his beft array, 
In queft of fortune took his defp'rate way. 

Five miles from hence, upon a rifmg plain, 
Rich with green furrows of the promis'd grain, 
A fhining palace met the ravifh'd eye, 
Whofe gilded fpires feem'd to reach the jfky. 
The great Coreilus did inhabit there, 
Aletbia^s father, and a gen'rous peer. 
It chanc'd this morn, that, reftlefs in her mind, 
AUthia rofe before her ufual time * j 

* In the original, a pin is ftuck againft the word time ; 

alfo, againft the \Vords, pod Hie afofti and a little lower, 

againft the word refolcv'dy in the following page ; which 

feem intended to be alter'd for fome other, had the Au- 

tborefs Uv'd to re vifc her works. W\i«t.w^tx5ftR^\^ \^ 

^nmdfor thefaturc, an aftcriik t*"\ w^^a^ Vafexx.^^ 
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And to the park, alone, flie took her way. 
To fhare the beauties of the infant day. 
While Phoebus darted from his blazing wheels 
His flanting rays along the glift'ring fields : 
Acrofs that path the virgin chanc'd to roam. 
Which led our Mopfus tow'rd the lofty dome. 
The youth, whofe features own'd the mute furprifc. 
Stood like a poji *, and fix'd his ftupid eyes : 
The confcious nymph beheld him with a frown ; 
And turn'd afide to fhun the gaxing clown : 
But Mopfus foUow'd, and refolv'd * to try. 
Nor let th' occafion pafs negledted by. 
He firft accofts her with a fcrape profound. 
And made his bonnet kifs the humble ground. 
" Madam, I find the gypfey's words are true ; 
*' And my kind flars have fent me here to you: 
** It mufl be you, becaufe you are fo fair : 
" Your eyes are black, and fo's your curling hair. 

" I pray forgive me Tho' my birth be low, 

'' 'Tis vain to ftruggle with the fates, you know.** 
This broken fpcech the virgin heard with pain. 
Nor guefs'd the meaning of the funple fwain ; 
But judg'd of Mopfus by the common rule. 
And ftar'd the villain lurk'd beneath the fooj. 
Then for relief fhe rais'd a fearful cry : 
The frighted fervants to their miflrefs fly. 
The foft valet that fcented of perfume. 
The fturdy keeper, and the dirty groom, 
On wretched Mopfus each his fury throws. 
And round his temples rain'd a ftoira o^ VAow^ > 
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Hands, canes, and clubs together chiming in. 
Till his bones rattled in his battered fkin. 
Then forely bruisM, they drag the youth along, 
Whofe eyes alone implore the cruel throng ; l 

For mighty fear had ftopt his feeble tongue. J 

The flaves, obedient to their matter's call, 
Condu£): their vI£Hm to the fpacious hall. 
Corellus firownM, and with a haughty air 
Firft alk'd his name, and next his bus'nefs there. 
The youth, whofe checks betray'd his growing fears. 
From his wan eye-balls pour'd a flood of tears,* 
CoAfeifi'd the proje6l of his teeming brain, ^ 

And told the late adventure of die plain. > 

Then finil'd the baron, and addrefs'd the fwain : ^ 
My lord y our fervant— — for no lefs, I find. 
No meaner tide fuits your lofty mind : 
But you muft learn to ufe refulgent arms. 
E'er you can merit bright Altthid's charms ; 
To march thro' defarts, and with monfters fight. 
And fliare the labours of a doughty knight ; 
Make trembling nations to her beauty yield, 
And fummon giants to the hoftile field : 
By this our fturdy fathers us'd to prove 
Their right to fame, and to their ladies love ; 
Tho' of their deeds the long-revolving years 
Have left no witnefs but their rufly fpears ; 
And our rebellious fons refufe to quake 
At Arthur^ name, or LancUot of Ae lake : 
But I expeft, before you claim your prize, 
Mjr fair JUthia, with the charming eyes. 
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That you exceed them in the flaying trade. 
And fpit fell dragons on your fmoking blade. 
If thefe conditions fhake your flitting mind. 
Then ftill be Mopfus^ and a peaceful hind : 
Range o'er your fields, and keep your fnowy fold 
From fummer forfeits, and the winter's cold : 
Let thy white pigs and tender poultry fhare 
Thy lov'd affiftance, and thy daily care : 
From hungry vermin guard thy autumn ftore. 
And truft thofe tawny oracles no more. 

Here ceas'd the baron ; but the noify train 
With loud huzzas perfue the baffled Twain ; 
Who fought his cottage with afflifled mind. 
And left Alethia2LaA the rout behind. 

Now wretched Mopfus thro' the neighb'ring towns> 
The fport of milkmaids, and the jeft of clowns. 
Abhors the beams of all-reviving light. 
And hides in corners, like the bird of night. 

Twice three revolving moons their courfc had run. 
Since our fad hero laft beheld the fun : 
But thofe low buildings that his limbs confin'd, 
Were much too bafe to hold his lofty mind. 
His roving fpirit took her ufual rounds, 
O'er diftant mountains, and majeftic towns ; 
From place to place romantic fancy flew. 
But London glittei'd in the faireft view ; 
And ftrong defires led his panting foul 
To feaft where Thames^ renowned waters roll. 
His temper ne'er was taught to brook delay : 
He thinks, refolve», and meditates t\vt vnc^. 
Vol. II. L 
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When the ftill village took its ufual reft. 
And vexing care had left the peafant*s breaft ; 
When drowfy Robin on his couch repos'd. 
And Sally"^ eyelids were in flumber clos'd ; 
Then fancy drew before his rolling brain 
The gay delufions of a fhining dream. 
His niimick ftceds condud the youth with cafe 
To balls, affcmblies, drawing-rooms and plays. 
Before blm now thofe pompous fcenes appear. 
Which in defcription charmed his ravifli'd ear : 
He di^es with lords on plates of folid gold, 
And talks with ladies he muft ne'er behold. 
One piiSlur'd beauty.pleas'd the cheated boy ; 
Fair as AlethtOy and not half fo coy : 
But as he reached to grafp the blooming fair. 
His baffled arms enfold a neighb'ring chair. 
The rough embrace awoke the ftarting fwain. 
And put a^riod to the golden dream : 
Then, rifmg hafty, he refolv'd to fly 
Beneath the covert of the dufky iky. 
Thought only makes our enterprizes cool ; 
And daring Mop/us fcorn'd to live by rule : 
But yet he fearM his purfe would fcarce defray 
The doubtful charges of the tedious way. 
Then fraudful need, that waits on each degree. 
The thief s temptation, and the poet's fise, 
Inftrudled careful Mopfus where to run. 
And, without bond, receive the ufeful fum. 
His good old fu:e had» in bis cofier told 
Thrice ten broad pieces of refulg^ent gpld \ 
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Which for his landlord in bright order lay. 
And only wait their doom at quarter-day : 
Thefe Mopfus wifely in his pocket ftow'd, 
SmiFd at their weight, and fhook the pleafing load > 
Then with foft pace he trod the foun(Ung floor. 
And laft widi caution fhut the creaking door. 
Farewel, he cry'd, low roofs, and humble walls ! -s 
Me kinder ftars and better fortune calls \ 

To ftately caftles, and to fhining halls. 
Now Chanticleer more loud began to fing, 
Stretch'd his long neck, and clappM his joyful wing. 
Till to his voice the little roofs rebound. 
And the clock anfwer'd with a folemn found. 
Three times the hammer ftruck the jarring beU, 
When jolly Mopfus took his long farewel. 
And fped his way to that majeftic town. 
Where PauTs fair temple rears its lofty crown. 
Five days did he the toilfome march purfue. 
With fparing diet, and adventures few : 
But the fixth morn before his ravifli'd eyes 
Thro' fmoaky clouds the haughty buildings rife. 
Now hunger calls ; an ill he fain would cure; 
But none invite him thro' the^r friendly door ^ 
And Mopfusy who was lately taught to fear. 
Thought ev'ry manfion held a fcornful peer. 
From ftreet to ftrect he wander'd thro' the croud. 
Much wond'ring how they durft to bawl fo loud : 
He'd often ftart, expeding ev'ry fcream 
Would wake a counteis in her morning dream. 

La 
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Now Chloey who fat up till four at play, 
Made (hift by twelve to rife, and drink her tea 
The bufy footmen with their how-d'ye's run : 
The park grew brilliant, and the rolling fun 
In hts meridian throne began to fhine. 
And Mopfus' ftomach call'd aloud for chine. 
Then by a ftall, where tempting apples lay. 
He took his ftation, and refolv'd to ftay. 
Till fortune, ftill propitious to the bold. 
Should lead him fomewhere, e'er the meat was cold. 
It chanc*d a reverend dame was paffing by, 
"Who caft on Mopfus an experience eye. 
This matron had, as by her face appears. 
In public iervice fpent her youthful years : 
Now grown too ugly in herfelf to pleafe. 
She thrives by txade, and takes her needful eafe. 
She underftood her bus'ne& to a hair $ 
Knew to a penny what her ftocks would bear : 
When ruin'd beauty to her mart came in, 
A wife director in die bank of fin. 
This beldam view'd him as an eafy prey, 
That little pains required to betray : 
Drew near the ferpcnt, and her praQis'd guile, 
With a low courtfey, and a fawning fmile. 
Hail, fortune's fav'rite, whom flic courts fo young! 
Frefh as the fields from whence thy beauty fprung ! 
I come, induc*d by charitable laws. 
To plead in love and beauty's gentle caufe. 
A nymph there is, excelling half her kind, 
In ch^z/ning features, and a fpri^tly mind. 
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Nay, more, attend to what I next unfold ; 
^en thoufand pounds of all-enchanting gold 
A doating grandame left her, when fhc dy*d : 
How Heft the youth that wins the blooming briie f 
But let me now thy ftrift attention hold ; 
For truths like thefe fliould be in whifpcrs told : 
Thy artlefs charms have won thefmiling dame. 
Who for thy fake refufes wealth and fame. 
Now fpeak thy mind, fweet youth, and let me bear 
A gentle fentence to the doubting fair. 

At this confufion feiz'd the ravifli'd fwam ; 
He bow'd, and blufli'd 5 and blufliM, and baw'd ag^n. 
The fubtil dame beheld him at a ftand. 
And with a fmile (he grafp'd his willing hand. 
Come on, fhe cries, the fair occafion calls ; 
And led the,fliepherd to her fmoaky walls. 
Where Celia waited, in her beft array'd ; 
Celia^ the fair, the wretched, ruin'd maid, 
Whofe fatal charms an early conqueft came ; 
A young proficient in the fchool of (bame. 
This guileful nymph received the fimplefwain 
With feign'd confufion, and abafliful mien : 
But dreams of glory fill'd the ravifh'd boy, 
And his flufhM features own^d- the prefent joy. 
He Units already with imagined fame, 
And gaz'd with rapture on the Ihining dame : 
And now are loft in Cilia's charming face 
Jkthia's conqueft, and his own difgrr.ce. 

But, dinner comes ; ragouts and fricafies. 
With fauces ftrongcr than a Dutchman'^ cheefipj^ 
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Are ferv'd together in a fmoking row ; 
To hungry Mopfus a delightful fhow : 
Next, ruddy wine the fprightly banquet crown'd j 
And then foft voices to enchanting found ; 
While our briflc youth, unread in future harms. 
In the gay bumpers toafted Celids charms. 
But now the fumes afcend his glowing brain. 
And mighty deep arrefts the feeble fwain : 
His carelefs head againft the table fell, 
And his dim eye-balls bid the world farewel : 
With joy the damfel heard her vidim fnore. 
And from his purfc cxtrafb the fliining ore. 

It cbanc'd a thief had lately 'fcap'd the hands 
Of frowning juftice, and her awful bands : 
To thcfe fam'd walls the villain feem'd to fleer. 
And, 'twas fufpeftcd, found his refuge there : 
The raging crew perfue their deftin'd game. 
And fearch the manfion of the guilty dame. 
The houfe was cleared of all ; they only found 
Unhappy Mopfus flecping on the ground. 

A place there is, atwhofe unpleafing name 
Start? the pale finner, and his frighted dame ; 
Where the hard wretch, whom le<ftures ne'er could 

charm, 
Is taught repentance by a ruler's arm ; 
While lifted hammers make the roofs rebound. 
And fweliing curies aid the dreadful found. 
Here thefe relentlefs drag the trembling fwain. 
In fpite of pray'rs, and tears that How in vain s 
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For tho* no witnefs of his guilt appcir, 
*Twas thou^t firfficicnt that they found him there*. 

Now Akpjusj weeping for his native bow'rsi 
Exclaims at fate, and blames the cruel pow'r&i 
His injurM father to his foul appears, 
And his fick eyes behold a mother's tears. 
He fighs for pity \ but his fighs are vain : 
No friend was near to aid the ftarving fwain : 
Againft pale hunger 'twas in vain to fiand : 
He wrote a letter with his trembluig hand, 
Whofe homely phrafe in little writ, could (how 
A fon*s misfortunes, and a father's woe j 
Exploring ♦ how he muft in prifon die 
Without their mercy, and a fmall fupply. 
Thefe lines arriv'd, to wound a father's eyes r 
And his fad mother fills the air with cries : 
Her flately checfes in a trice were fold : 
Her hufband turn'd his oxen into gold : 
Then, with a caution to be wild no more. 
They to their darling fend the welcome ore. 

Now ftruts the youth ^his fuffiings at an end j 

The prince of Bridewelly and the ruler's friend. 
A pow'rful guinea brib'd the keeper's will ;] 
He gain'd his freedom, and the law was ftiU. 

A peer there was within the (kirts of fame, 
A vifcount ; Simper was the hero's name ; 
A gentle lord, much honour'd by the fair 
For his rich rich fword-knot, and his curling hair. 
This chief, while lucklefs Mopfus was confin'd,. 
Had learn'd the ftory of our wand'rm^ VicA \ 
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A fool he wanted long ; but never yet 
Judged one fo aptly for his purpofe fit. 
Whether by chance, or by the fates decree^ 
Uncertain, .^iSr^x— >-but he fix*d on thee. 
A £igehe hir*d, wbofe deeply-thoi^htfid fkull 
Gould teach the vulgar when the moon was full j 
Who fcatter'd hate among the friendly ftars. 
And made e'en Venus retrograde to Man* 
His lordfhip pofted this prophetic feer 
Away to Mop/us with a fawning leer^ 
To (hew his arty and for a little fun» 
Inform our youth of ages yet to come. 
This lucklefs ihepherd, who would fain be wife,. 
On the mock-wizard fix'd his ardent eyes ; 
Three times he bow*d, and blefs'd the awful man : 
This greeting paft— — -Sir Sidropbel began. 

happy youdi ! could thou behold, like me. 
What the kind ftars have now in ftore for thee ! 
What time fair Venia triump'd o*er thy Form *> 
In theiame houfe a noble lord was born. 

Nay, hold— — criea^^^ia by my fether's fins, 

1 think you're wrong ^my mother ne'er had twins : 

I came that year my father built his bams ; 

Old Wifrfredhort me fqualling in her arms. 
Twas Valentine^ of all the days i'th' year. 
As I remember.; furenolord was there. 

Here fmil'd the iage — and thus perfu'd his tale ^ 
Nay, prythee mind me, for I feldom falL 
This noble lord, the axle of your fate» 
^h he muft raife you from, your humble ftate;. 
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But ftay methinks I fee a double caufe ; 

O, now I find, there's marriage in the claufe : 

His lordfhip's fifter- Yes, it mufl be flic» 

When this fhall come to pafs — ^remember mc. 

Here ceas'd tlie oracle— The rayifli'd boy, 
Whofe fparkling eyes confefs'd the welcome joy,. 
Two guineas gave — and whifpcr'd in his car. 
On marriage-day two hundred pounds a year. 

Next comes a footman, with obfequiousmleii> 
Strait as a lath, and as a pafture green j 
Two pounds of powder round his temples fpread^. 
And pale as Mario^ when his finger bled. 
Good matter IVhat-d-yg-eaU^ if that's your name ^ 
My bus'nefs is with you— Yea,, luv th^famc, . 
Why then, in brief,, my lord.ba&(i:nt to csdl 
Your charming prefenc* to. hisftately hall. j. 
And, if you pleaf^,. I'd lead youivlthme naw. 
The ravilh'd fhepherd anfwcr'd with a bow. 
Now joyful Mopfus bleis'd the fates again ; 
All his paft fuflPrings^fecm an'idle dream 5 
And the fly guardian led his fimple ward 
To the proud palace of his wanton lord. 
The wond'ring boy, with rapture and furprizet 
Round the gay parlours roU'd his dazzled ejres % 
Where gaudy caipets prefe the aking fighty 
And the pier-gla& refle£b a glaring light; 
There gilt beaufeits their Chining doors unfold, 
And here foft paintings, in a verge of gold. 
Now duo' his biain the ufual vapours fly. 
From the fage prophet to the gypfcy's ly€ v 
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Quick and more quick the nimble fplrits flow. 
And fancy*d honours round his temples glow* 

But fee, my lord in courtly difhabille, 
Juft wak'd from dreams of hazard and quadrille ; 
At ev*ry ftep he took a lazy yawn. 
And his pale cheek confefs'd the morning qualm j 
Firft tum'd afide, and whi^r'd with his man ; 
And then bis lordfbip with a fmile began : 
Accept an office, gentle fwain, he cry*d, 
Which numbers fedc, and crouds have been deny'd i 
A tender charge I to your care conlign, 
A beauteous fifter, and that lifter mine. 
Your iaith I afk, zrd only that defire. 
The firft perfbdton of a lady's Yquire, 
Your tafk is only to oblige the fair $ 
A ibh employment, and a pleafing care : 
Confult your cafe ; — * 'tis much the fame to me : 
Choofe what you like, and let your choice be free. 
Here ceas*d the baron — ^but the gazing boy 
Stood wrapt in idfions of ecfbtic joy : 
Loft in amaze, his tongue coidd hardly ftir ; 
But foftly anfwer'd At your fervice, fir. 

Now PhilKscomtSj who^th her blafted fame 
Had loft the virtue, and the fenfe of fhame ; 
Agrees to wed the fool her lord prefcribes. 
Won by foft language, and perfuafive bribes. 
To wander thro* the tedious path of life, 
A flighted miflrefs, and an odious wife. 
Mifs Pbilly plays the prude— looks wond'rous grave^ 
While the good lord prefents her humble fiave % 
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Scarce deigns to finile j but with a tofs or two 
Cries, with a piih, perhaps the wretch may do. 
Now the fmart valet, fcented with perfume. 
Our Mopfus foUow'd to his lady's room : 
But the changed tyrant feems more humble now. 
Arid fofter fmiles adorn her gentle brow : 
Yet the fliock'd youthilood gazing at the fair. 
Who caird for combs, and fprcad her (hining hair : 
Thro' fear and hafte he ilumbles o*cr the ftods : 
The lady laughs, and calls him fifty fools : 
She afks for powder, patches, paints, and creams: 
Her fervant flares, and wonders what fhe means. 

Next morning, e'er the fun's refulgent eye 
Had warm'd the curtains of the blufhing fky ; 
While fleeping Mopfus on his couch was laid, 
Befide his pillow ftood a gentle maid : 
A billet-doux her better hand fup[dies ; 
She calls— -^-he flarting« rubb'd his drowfy eyes ; 
Then takes the paper, and tranfported fees 
The back fubfcrib'd— To gentle A%itf , Thcfc. 
The phrafe was fudi as warm romance infpires. 
Composed of tortures, racks, and darts, and fires : 
The fubjcft-matter, which the lines contain. 
Was but a challei^e to the fimple fwain $ . 
That if he durfl to meet the defp'ratcfiur 
In yonder chapel e'er the hour of pray'r 5 
The ready priefl fhould bind their faithful hands. 
She hopes inblifsful, but in lafting bands. 
Then baftc I O haffe ! prevent the growin^da^ \ 
For ihoofsud dangers wait the lca& dtAx]« 
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The youth, tranfported in the laft extreme, 
Still rubb'd hb ejrcs, and fear'd 'twas all a dream t 
Then ftarted from his bed ; but while he dreft, 
Hugg'd the dear billet to his glowing breaft. 

Now eager AIop/us to the chapel run ; 
Nor fta/d the witnefe of the rifing fun ; 
Where PMIiis waited in her (hining pride. 
And the fall'n nxiftrefs there commenced a bride : 
Butibmiy too^foon, the disappointed boy 
Found a quick period to his promised joy. 

Now £^b with lau^ter the infulting peer ; 
Pale AAfjfiis trembles, and the fervants fheer ; 
But, undeceiv'd, what foul-diftra£ling pain, 
What fobbing anguifh.fili*d the XBourning fwain. 
Who found, inftead of coronets and fame. 
His countels dwindled to a hackney dame ! 
Then, doubly wretched, from the roofs of pride 
The youth retires "with his mincing bride. 
And fought a lodging nearefi to the (ky ; 
For, tho' dejoSed, ftill his aim was high : 
There, when five nights had theirdark progrefs run, 
The fixth gay i^^orning brought a finiling fon. 
But Mapfui, cold with ibrrow and furpriCb, 
Gaz*d on the infant with afFri^ted eyes : 
The careful nurfe rich cordials muft prepare 
For his fick lady, and adopted heir ; 
While with aifiidHon, better guefs*d than told. 
The fighing hufband mourns the flying gold. 

At length his fpoufe bewails her lofs of time, 
Neghded beauties, and decYmvxv^^Tvis\ft.; 
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Muftfhe, who has by more prevailing charms 
Divorced a countefs from her hufband's arms ; 
Whom pra£tice taught, and nature form*d to pleafe ; 
[n a loath'd garret fpend her irkfome days ? 
No J let the prude, who never walk'd aftray, 
^Caufe none would tempt her from the dubious way. 
Grow lean with railing, and with envy pine s 
Be charming freedom and foft plenty mine. 
Thus (he : and fortune feconds her deiire ; 
She grows the darling of a keeping 'fquire ; 
And the foft dame, who from the polifli'd times 
Had learn*d, that fiarving was the worft of crimes^ 
Refolves to leave her fpoufe and little fon. 
To fhine once more before her glafs was run. 

Thus happier Mopfus loft the fcourge of life 
(So unbelievers often term a wife) : 
The flighted infant too refign'd its breath. 
And fought its refuge in the arms of death. 
Now preflive want induc'd the longing fwain. 
Once more to feek his late defpifed plain : 
According *, e'er the regent of the day 
Through the cold Scorpion drove his fhorten'd rayt 
Repentant Mopfus trudg'd before the wind. 
And left the city and his woes behind. 
No fliining flaves his weary fteps attend, 
A fcrip his fubftance, and a ftafF his friend ; 
No more thefe viiions in bis bofom fwell : 
For his fick heart has bid the court farewel. 
At length, with vifage pale, and garments poor, 
The youth appear'd before his fatVvQi^s ^ogt \ 
Vol. n. M 
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The neighbours hail the late-returning boy : 
His father clafp'd him with a parent's joy : 
His mother's eyes with tears of pleafure run ; 
She dropp'd her knitting, and embraced her fon. 
Here with calm virtue, and a peaceful mind. 
In rural plenty dwells the fober hind : 
His equal days in one finooth tenor run j 
The fame at rifing as declining fun : 
No more delufions in his fancy rife, 
Grown grave by forrow ; by experience wife. 

ADVICE to SOPHRONIA. 

WHEN youth and charms have ta'en their 
wanton flight. 
And tranfient beauty bids the fair good night ; 
When her once fparkling eyes fhall dimly roll ; 
Then let the matron drefs her lofty foul ; 
Qyit afFeftation, partner of her youth. 
For goodnefs, prudence, purity, and truth. 
Thefe virtues will her lafting peace prepare. 
And give a fanftion to her filver hair. 
Thefe precepts let the fond Sophronia prove, 
Nor vainly drefs her blinking eyes with love. 
Can rofes flourifh on a leaflefs thorn. 
Or dewy woodbines grace a wintry morn ? 
The weeping Cupids languifh in your eye ; 
On your brown cheek the fickly beauties die. 
Time's rugged hand has ftrok'd your vifage o'er ; 
The gay vermilion ftains your Up no more. 
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None can with juflice now your (hape admire ; 
The (drooping lilies on your breaft expire. 
Then, dear Sopbronia^ leave thy foolifli whims : 
Difcard your lover with your fav'rite fins : 
Confult your glafs ; then prune your wanton mmd j 
Nor furnifh laughter for fuccecding time. 
*Tis not your own, 'ti^gold's all-conqu'ring charms 
Invite Myrtillo to your (hriverd arms : 
And (hall Sephroniaj whofe once lovely eyes 
Beheld thofe triumphs which her heart defpis'd ; 
Who look'd on merit with a haughty frown i 
At five-and-fifty take a beardlcfs clown ? 
Ye pitying fates, this wither'd damfel fave. 
And bear her fafely to her virgin grave ! 

CORYDON. PHILLARIO. 

OR, 

M I R A'% PICTURE. 
A PASTORAL. 

WITHIN the bounds of yonder fruitful plain 
Liv'd Corydon^ a harmlefs fhepherd fwain; 
Whofe care was chiefly to his flock confin'd, 
Whofe fmiling features fpoke a chearful mind. 
Behind his dwelling flood a friendly hill \ 
Before it, paftures, and a purling rill, 

M2 
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From the great mart of bufinefs, and of fame. 
To this retreat die gay Phitlario came ; 

He came But Iww he fpcht the lingering hours. 

Amid ftill meadaws, and ambrofial bow'rs \ 
Whether he Itv'd on blackberries and whey. 
Or if he iigh'd for ombre and bohea ; 
Whether he thou^ a fumnier!s day too long ; 
To tell, is not the purpofe of my fong : 
'Tis their difcourie alone that fills our tale. 
Begin— -One morning, in a flow'ry vale. 
This couple walk*d to hear the Hnct ling. 
And (hare the l^uties of the dawning fpring : 
PUllario thus^— What nymph, O flie|;>herd ! reigns 
The rural toaft of thefe deli^itful pbum ? 
For much I fear th* Arcadian nymphs outfliine 
The (htv*xil% beauties of this nordiern dime^ 

C O R Y D O N, 
Young D^/irlbmeji and feme jfrn^ff/tf praife ; 
Some dote on DtUa for her graceful eafe : 
Some wand'rifig fwain bright Cyntbiai's eyes in^ires } 
Another ClauJia^s charming voice admires : 
Some like no face but PhiiHda's the fair ; 
And fome C/meni% with the raven hair. 

P H I L L A R I O. 
But who is flie that walks on yonder hill. 
With ftudibus hrows, «nd night-cap difhabille i 
That looks a ftranger to die beams of day ; 
And counts her fteps, and mutters all the way ? 

C O R Y D O N. 
^Tis Mraj daughter to a friend of mine ; 
'Tk (he that makes your wfeal-tf 7^-cA\— ^cpwiVim^. 
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I own the girl is fomething out o'th* way : 
But how d'ye like her ? good Phillarioy fay ! 
P H I L L A R I O. 

Like her ! Pd rather beg the friendly rains 

T'o fweep the nuifance from thy loaded plains ; 

That 

C O R Y D O N. 



Hold, Phillario ! - fhc's a neighbour's child ; 

'Tis true, her linen may be fomething foiKd. 

PHILLARIO. . 

Her linen, Cory don! ^Herfelf, you mean. 

Are fuch the dryads of thy fmiling plain ? 
Why, I could fwear it, if it were no fin. 
That yon lean rook can fhcw a fairer Ikin. ' 

C O R Y D O N. 

What tho' fome freckles in her face appear ? 

That's only owing to the time o'th' year. 

ti^t eyes are dim, you'll fay : "Why, that is true : 

I've heard the reafon, and I'll tell it you. 

By a rufli-candle (as her father fays) 

She fits whole ev'nings reading wicked plays. 

PHILLARIO. 
She read ! — She'd tetter milk her brindled cows :. 
I wifh the candle does not finge her brows, 
So like a dry furze-faggot ; and, befidc. 
Not quite fo even as a moufe's hide. 

C O R Y D O N. 
Come, come \ you view her with malicious eyes j 

Her (hape- 

PHILLARIO. 
Where mountains upon mountains rife ! 
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And, 29 they fearM fome treachery at hand. 
Behind her cars her Iift*ning ihoulders ftand. 

C O R Y D O N. 
But fhc has teeth 

P HILL A RIO. 

ConfidVing how they grow» 



'Tis no great matter if ihe has or no : 

They look decayed with poflet and with pltuns. 

And (eem prepar'd to quit her fwellii^ gums. 

G O R Y D O N. 
No more, my friend ! for fee, the fun grows high. 
And I muft fend the weeders to my rye : 
Thofe fpurious plants muft from the foil be torn. 
Left the rude brambles over-top the corn. 

C R U M B L E-H ALL. 

WHEN friends or fortune frown on Mira*s lay. 
Or gloomy vapours hide the lamp of day j 
With lowering forehead, and with aching limbs» 
Opprefs'd with head-ach, and eternal whims. 
Sad I^ra vows to quit the diarling crime : 
Yet takes her farewel, and repents in rhyme. 

But fee (more charming than Armd€f% wiles) 
The fun returns, and ^r/«in^it7 (miles : 
Then in a trice the reiblutions fly $ 
And who fo frolick as the Mufe and I ? 
We fince once more, obedient to her call ; 
Once more we iing, and 'tis of Cnmblt-BaU i 
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ThsLt Crumble-HaDj whofe hofpitable door 
Has fed the ftranger, and reliev'd the poor ; 
Whofe Gothic towers, and whofe rufty fpires. 
Were known of old to knights, and hungry fquircs. 
There powder'd beef and wardcn-ples were found j 
And pudding fmoked within her fpacious bound : 
Pork, pcafe, and bacon (good old Engltjb fare !) 
With tainted ven'fon, and with hunted hare : 
With humming beer her vats were wont to flow. 
And ruddy neSar in her vaults to glow. 
Here came the wights, who battled for renown. 
The fable frier, and the ruflet- clown : 
The loaded tables fent a fav'ry gale, 
And the brown bowls were crown'd with fimp'ring alcj^ 
While the guefts revell'd on the finoking ftore. 
Till their ftretch'd girdles would contain no more* 

Of this rude palace might a poet fing 
From cold jPecembir to returning fpring ; 
Tell how the building fpreads on either hand. 
And two grim giants o*er the portals ftand ; 
Whofe grifled beards arc neither comb'd r^x (horn. 
But look fevere, and horribly adorn. 

Then ftep within — there ftands a goodly row. 

Of oaken pillars where a gallant fliow 

Of mimic pears and carv'd pomgranates twine. 
With the plump cluftcrs of the fpreading vine. 
Strange forms above prefent themfelves to view \ 
Some mouths that grin, fome fmile, and fomye that 
fpcw» 
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Here a foft maid, ' or infant, fcems to cry : -j 

Here flares a tyrant with diftortcd eye : r 

The roof no Cyclops e'er could reach fo high : 

Not Polypheme^ tho' form*d for dreadful harms. 
The top could meafure with extended arms. 
Here the pleas'd fpider plants her peaceful loom : 
Here weaves fecure, nor dreads the hated broom. 
But at t*iehead (and furbifli'd once a year) 
The heralds myftic compliments appear: 
Round the fierce dragon honi foit entwines. 
And royal Edward o'er the chimney fliines. 

Safely the mice thro' yon dark pafTage run, 
Where the dim windows ne'er admit the fun. 
Along each wall the ftranger blindly feels ; 
And trembling dreads a fpeftre at his heels. 

The fav'ry kitchen much attention calls ; 
Weftphalia hams adorn the fable walls : 
The fires blaze ; the greafy pavements fry ; 
And fteaming odours from the kettles fly. 

See ! yon brown parlour on the left appears. 
For nothing famous but its leathern chairs, 
Whofe fhining nails like polilh'd armour glow. 
And the dull clock beats audible and flow. 

But on the right we fpy a room more fair ; 
The form — ^'tis neither long, nor round, norfquare^ 
The walls how lofty, and the floor how wide. 
We leave for learned ^adrus to decide. 
Gay China bowls o'er the broad chimney fhine, 
Whofe long defcription would fatigue the Nine : 
And much might of the tapeftry be fung : 
But ireVc content to fay, t\ie ^^iVouIWwolTv^, 
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We count the flairs, and to the right afcend. 
Where on the walls the gorgeous colours blend. 
There doughty Giorge beftrides the goodly ftced ; 
The dragon's flaughtcr'd, and the virgin freed : 
And there (but lately refcu'd from their fears) 
The nymph and ferious Ptolemy appears : 
Their aukward limbs unwieldy are difpla/d ; 
And, like a milk-wench, glares the royal majd. 

From hence we turn to more familiar rooms ; 
Whofe hangings ne'er were wrought in Grecian looms: 
Yet the foft ftools, and eke the eafy chair. 
To flcep invite the weary and the fair. 

Shall we proceed ? — ^Yes, if you'll break the wall : . 
If not, return, and tread once more the halL 
Up ten ftone fteps now pleafe to drag your toes. 
And a brick paflage will fucceed to tibofe. 
Here the ftrong doors were aptly fram'd to bold 
Sir Wary*s perfon, and Sir ^ry'&gold. 
Here Biren fleeps with books encircled round 5 
And him you gueis a ftudent moft profound. 
Not fo— in form the dufty volumes ftand : 
There's few that wear the mark of £iron*s hand. 

Would you go farther ? Stay a little then : 

Back through the paflage down the fteps ag^in'; 

Thro' yon dark room Be careful how you tread 

Up thefe fteep flairs— —or you may break your hea4» 
Thefe rooms are furnifli'd amiably and full $ 
Old flioes, and flieep-ticks bred in flacks of wool n 
Grey Dobbin's gears, and drenching-horns enow | 
Wheel-fpokcs— -the irons of a t^ter'd glou^. 



130 Mrs. L E A P O R. 

No ferther Yes, a little higher, pray : -^ 

At yon (mall door you'll find the beams of day, > 

While the hot leads return the fcorching ray. ^ 

Here a gay profpeS meets the ravifli'd eye : 
Meads, fields, and groves, in beauteous order lie. 
From hence the Mufe precipitant is hurFd, 
And drags down Aftra to the nether world. 

Thus far the palace Yet there ftill remain 

Unfung, the gardens and the menial train. 

Its groves anon its people firft we fing j 

Hear, Artemefta^ hear the fong we bring. 
Sophronta firft in verfc (hall learn to chime, 
And keep her ftation, tho' in Aftra s rhyme ; 
Sophronta b%t ! whofe learned knuckles know 
To form round checfe -cakes of the pliant dough ; 
To bruife the curd, and thro* her fingers fqueezc 
Ambrofial butter with the temper'd cheefe : 
Sweet tarts and pudding too her ikill declare ; 
And the foft jellies hid from baneful air. 

O'er the warm kettles, and the fav'ry fleams. 
Grave Cotimttus of his oxen dreams : 
Then, ftarting, anxious for his new-mown hay, 
Runs headlong out to view the doubtful day : 
But dinner calls with more prevailing charms ; 
And furly Gruffo in his aukward arms » 

Bears the tall jug, and turns a glaring eye, -^ 

As tho* he fear'd fome infurreffion nigh >- 

From the fierce crew that gaping ftand a-dry. ' -^ 

O'er-ftulTd with beef, with cabbage much too full. 
And dumpling too (fit emblem of his fkuU !} 
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With mouth wide open, but with doling eyes 

Unwieldy Roger on the table lies. 

His able lungs difcharge a rattling found ; 

Prince barks. Spot howls, and the tall roofs rebound* 

Him Urs'la views ; and, with dejefted eyes, 

*' Ah ! RogeTy ah !" the mournful maiden cries ; 

** Is wretched Ursula then your care no more, 

*' That, while I figh, you thus can flecp and ihore? 

** Ingrateful Roger ! wilt thou leave me now ? 

** For you thefe furrows mark my fading brow : 

*' For you my pigs refign their morning due : 

*' My hungry chickens lofe their meat for you : 

*' And was it not, ah ! was it not for thee, 

** No goodly pottage would be drefs'd by mc,^ 

*' For thee thefe hands wind up the whirling jack, 

*' Or place the fpit acrofs the floping rack. 

** I bafte the mutton with a chearful heart,. 

*' Becaufe I know my Roger will have part.** 

Thus (he But now her difti-kettle began 

To boil and blubber with the foaming bran. 
The greafy apron round her hips fhe ties. 
And to each plate the fcalding clout applies : 
The purging bath each glowing difh refines. 
And once again the polifh'd pewter fhines. 
Now to thofe meads let frolic fancy rove. 
Where o'er yon waters nods a pendent grove. 
In whofe clear waves the piflur'd boughs are fcen. 
With fairer bloflbms, and a brighter green. 
. Soft flow'ry banks the fpreading lakes divider 
Sharp-pointed Sags adorn each teivdw fv^^% 
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Sec ! the pleased fwans along Ac furface play ; -j 

Where yon cool willows meet the fcorching ray, > 
When fierce Orion gives too warm a day. ^ 

But hark ! what feream the wond'ring ear invades \ 
The DryaJs hoxn^ing for their thrcatcii'd (hades : 
Round the dear glr6ve each nymph diftraded flics 
(Tho* ndt difcovcr'd but with poet's eyes :) 
Aindflialithoreihades, where iPibV^m^/^'s ftrain 
Has oft to flumber lulled the haplefs fwain ; 
Where turtles us*d to clap their filken wings ; 
Whofe revVend oaks have known a hundred fprings; 
Shall tfaefe ignobly from their roots be torn. 
And peri(h, fhameful as the abjed thorn ; 
While die flew car bears o6F their aged limbs. 
To dear the way for flopes a]nd modern whims ; 
Where banifli'd nature leaves a barren gloom. 
And aukward art fupplics the vacant room ? 
Yet (or \be Mufe for vengeance calls in vain) 
The in^r*d nymphs fhall haunt the ravaged plain : 
Strange founds and forms (hall teaze the gloomy green; 
And fairy elves hy Ursula (hall be fecn : 
Their neW-built parlour (hall with echoes ring : 
And in their hafl (hall doleful crickets fing. 

Then ceafe, Diraifo^ ftay thy defp'rate hand ^ 
And let the grove, if not the parlour, ftand. 
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UPON 

HER PLAY 

Being returned to her^ 

Stain' d with Claret. 

WELCOME, dear wanderer, once more ! 
Thrice welcome to thy native cell ! 
Within this peaceful humble door 
Let thou and I contented dwell ! 

But fay, O whither haft thou rang'd ? 

Why doft thou blufli a crimfon hue ? 
Thy fair complexion's greatly chang'd : 

Why, I can fcarce believe *tis you. 

Then tell, my fon, O tell me, where 

Didft thou contra<a this fottifh dye ? 
You kept ill company, I fear. 

When diftant from your parent's eye. 

Was it for this, O gracclefs child ! 

Was it for this you learn'd to fpell ? 
Thy face and credit both are fpoil'd : 

Go drown thyfelf in yonder well. 

Vol- II. N 
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I wonder how thy time was fpent : 

No news (alas !) haft thou to bring ? 
Haft thou not climb'd the monument ? 

Nor feen the lions, nor the king ? 

But now rU keep you here fecure : 
No more you view the finoaky fky : 

The court was never made (I'm fure) 
For idiots^ like thee and !• 
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Mrs. M A D A N 
(Formerly Mifs C O W P E R) 

T S the Wife of Colonel Madan^ a Lady, who^ 
•** among her other excellent qualities, has fine ta- 
lents for poetry. The following original pieces- 
will, we doubt not, make the reader long for more 
by the fame hand, with which indeed we fhoold be 
glad to oblige him : but this Lady, notwithftand-* 
ing her extraordinary genius, could never yet be 
prevailed on to commit any thing^ to print. A very 
aftc6ling tendernefs runs through the whole ejHftle 
from Abel ARD, and whether we confider the num- 
bers, di^on, or fenthnents, it is certainly much 
iuperm to all thofe pieces that have appeared on the 
lame fubjeA : and. indeed this Lady's ABKtAli» is- 
no mean companion to Pope's EtoisA. 

The curious reader will perhaps look on it as an 
odd accident, that Eloisa's Letter fhould have 
been put into metre by a man, arid that Abbi ard^s 
fliould at length come to us in elegant v^rfe from 
the hands of a Lady. 
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ABELARD to E LOIS A. 

T N my dark cell, low proftrate on the ground, 
-■• Mourning my crimes, thy letter entrance found j 
Too foon my foul the well-known name confeft. 
My beating heart fprung fiercely in my breaft. 
Thro* my whole frame a guilty tranfport glow'd, 
And ftreaming torrents from my eyes faft flow'd. 

O Eloi/a ! art thou flill the fame ? 
Doft thou ftill nourifli this deftruftive flame ? 
Have not the gentle rules of peace and heav'n 
From thy foft foul this fatal pafEon driven ? 
N 3 
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Alas ! I thought you difengag'd and free ; 
And can you ftill, ftill figh and weep for me ? 
What powerful deity, what hallow'd flirine. 
Can fave me from a love, a faith like thine ? 
Where fliall I fly, when not this awfid cave, 
Whofc rugged feet the furging billows lave. 
When not thofc gloomy cloifter folemn walls, 
O'er whofe rough fides the languid ivy crawls. 
When my dread vows, in vain, their force oppofe ? 

Oppos'd to love alas ! how vain are vows ! 

In fruitlefs penitence I wear away, 
Each tedious night, and fad revolving day ; 
I faft, I pray, and with deceitful art. 
Veil thy dear image in my tortur'd heart ; 
My tortur'd heart conflicting paffions move, 

I hope, defpair, repent yet ftill I love : 

A thoufand jarring thoughts my bofom tear. 

For Thou, not God, O Eloifef art there. 

To -the falfe world's deluding pleafures dead. 

Nor longer by its wand'ring fires mifled, 

Inlearn'd difputes hard precepts I infufe. 

And give the counfel I want pow'r to ufe. 

The rigid maxims of the grave and wife 

Have quench'd each milder fparkle of my eyes ; 

Each lovely feature of this once lov'd face. 

By grief revers'd, afliimes a fterner grace : 

O Ekifa ! (hould the fates once more. 

Indulgent to my view, thy charms reftore. 

How from my arms would'ft thou with horror ftart 

To mils the formTamiliar to thy heart ! 
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Nought could thy quick, thy piercing judgment fee 

^o fpcak me Ahelard but love to thee. 

Lean abflinence, pale grief, and haggard caret 
The dire attendants of forlorn defpair 
Have Abelard the young, the gay, rcmov'd. 
And in the hermit funk the man you lov'd. 
Wrapt in the gloom thefe holy manfions (hed, 
The thorny paths of penitence I tread ; 
Loft to the world, from all its interefts free. 
And torn from all my foul held dear in thee. 
Ambition with ks train of frailties gone. 

All loves and forms forgot but Thine alone. 

Amid the blaze of day, the duik of night. 
My Eloifa rifes to my fight j 
Veil'd as in Paraclef% fecluded tow'rs 
The wretched mourner counts the lagging hours, 
I hear her fighs, fee the fwift falling tears. 
Weep all her griefs, and pant with, all her cares. 
O vows ! O convent ! your ftern force impart. 
And frown the melting phantom from my he art j 
Let other fighs a worthier forrow fliow. 
Let other tears from fin repentant flow : 
Low to the earth my guilty eyes I roll. 
And humble to the duft my heaving foul. 
Forgiving pow'r ! thy gracious call I meet. 
Who firft impower'd this rebel heart to beat ; 
Who through this trembling, this offending frame. 
For nobler ends infpir'd life's active flame. 
O ! change the temper of this lab'ring breaft. 
And form anew each beating pulfc to reft ! 
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Let fpringing grace, fair faith, and hope remove 
The fatal traces of definitive love ! 
Deftru<3:ive love from his warm manfions tear, 
And leave no tracks of Eloija there ! 

Are thefe the wi(hes of my inmoft foul ? 
Would I its foft, its tend'reft fenfe controul ? 
Would I this touch'd, this glowing heart refine 
To the cold fubftance of this marble {hrine ? 
Transformed like thefe pale fwarms that round me 
move. 

Of bleft infenfibles who know no love ? 

Ah ! rather let me keep this haplefs flame. 
Adieu ! falfe honour, unavailing fame ! 
Not your harfli rules, but tender love fupplies 
The flreaAis that gulh from my defpairing eyes ; 
I feel the traytor melt about my heart. 
And thro' my veins with treach'rous influence dart ; 
Infpire me, hcav*n ! affift me, grace divine ! 
Aid me, ye faints ! unknown to pains like mine ; 
You ! who on earth ferene all griefs could prove. 
All but the tort'ring pangs of hopelefe love j 
A holier rage in your pure bofoms dwelt. 
Nor can you pity what you never felt : 
A (ympathifing grief alone can lure. 
The hand that heals mufl feel what I endure. 
Thou, Eloife^ alone canft give me eafe, 
And bid my ftruggling foul fubfide to peace \ 
Reftore me to my long-lofl heav'n of refl. 
And take thyfelf from my reluftant breafl ; 
J/ crimes like mine could an allay receive, 
That bkH alky thy wond'rous cTiaixna xm^i ^vn^^ 
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Thy form that firfl: to love my heart inclin'd. 
Still wanders in my loftj my guilty mind. 
I faw thee as the new-blown bloflbms fair. 
Sprightly as light, morefoft than fummer's air. 
Bright as their beams thy eyes a mind difclofe, 
Whilft on thy lips gay blufh'd the fragrant rofe ; 
Wit, youth, and love, in each dear feature flione, 
Preft by my fate, I gaz'd— »— and was undone. 

There dy'd the genVous fire, whofe vigorous flamr 
Enlarged my foul, and urg'd me on to fame. 
Nor fame, nor wealth, my foften'd heart could niovc. 
Dully infenfiblc to all but lov«. 
Snatch'd from myfelf, my learning taftclcfs grew. 
Vain my philofophy oppos'd to you ; 
A train of woes fucceed, nqr flsould we mourn 
The hours that cannot, ought not to return. 

As once to love I fway'd your yielding mind 
Too fond, alas! too &tally inclin'd. 
To virtue now let me your breaft infpirc. 
And fan, with zeal divine, the heav'nly fire ; 
Teach you to injured heav'n all chang'd to turn, 
And bid the foul with facred rapture burn. 
O ! that my own example might impart 
This noble warmth to your foft trembling heart ! 
That mine with pious undiflembled care 
Could aid the latent virtue ftruggling there. 

Alas ! I rave — nor grace, nor zeal divine 
Burn in a heart opprefs'd with crimes like mine. 
Too fure I find, while I the tortures prove 
Of feeble piety, conflidi ng love^ 
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On black defpair my forc'd devotion's built ; 
Abfence forme has fharper pangs than guilt.- 
Yet, yet, my Eloife^ thy charms I view. 
Yet my fighs breadie, my tears pour forth for you > 
Each weak refiftance ftronger knits my chain, 
Ifigh, weep, love, defpair, repent— in vain. 
Hafte, Elolfay hafte, your lover free, 

'Amidfl: your warmeft pray'r O, think on me f 

Wing with your rifing zeal my grov'fing mind. 

And let me mine from your repentance find !' 

Ah ! labour, ftrive, your love, yourfcif controul P 

The change will fure afTcft my kindred foul ; 

In bleft confent our purer fighs fhall breathe. 

And heav'ii affifting, fhall our crimes forgive. 

But if unhappy, wretched, loft, in vain, 

Faintly th' unequal combat you fuftain ; 

If not to heav'n you fed yoiu: bofom rife. 

Nor tcafs refin'd fall contrite from your eyes j 

If ftill your heart its wonted paffions move. 

If ftill, to (peak all pains in one — ^you love j 

Deaf to the weak eilays of living breath. 

Attend the ftronger eloquence of death. 

When that kind pow'r this captive foul fliall free> 

Which only then can ceafcto doat on thee ; 

When gently funk to my eternal fleep. 

The Parackte my peaceful urn fliall keep 5 

Then, Ekifoj then your lover view. 

See his quenchM eyes no longer g^ze on you ; 

From their dead orbs that tender utt'rance flowri, 

WMcb BrOrto thine my hcarfs foft fate made knovm. 
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TTiis brcaft no more, at length to eafe confign'd. 
Pant like the waving afpin in the wind ; 
See all my wild, tumultuous paf&on o'er. 
And thou, amazing change ! belov'd no more; 
Behold the deftinM end of human love 
But let the fight your zeal alone improve ; 
Let not your conTcious foul, to forrow mov'd, 
Kecal how much, how tenderly I lov'd : 
With pious care your fruitlefs griefe reftrain^ 
Nor let a tear your (acred veil profane : 
Not e'en a figh on my cold urn beflow. 
But let your breaft with new-born raptures glow ; 
Let love divine frail mortal love dedurone 
And to your.mind immortal joys make known ; 
Let heav*n relenting ftrikc your ravifh'd view. 
And ftill the bright, the Weft perfuit renew ! 
jSo whh your crimes {hall your misfortunes ceafe. 
And your racked foul be calmly hufh'd to peace. 

VERSES 

Writt^ in her Brother^s 
COKE upon LITTLETON. 

OThou, who labour'ft in this rugged mine, 
May'ft thou to gold th' unpolifh'd ore refine ! 
May each dark page unfold its haggard brow ! 
Doubt not to reap, if thou canft bear to plough. 
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To tempt thy care, may, each revolving night, 
Purfes and maces fwim before thy fight ! 
From hence in times to come, advent'rous deed ! 
May'ft thou effay to look and fpeaklike Mead! 
When the black bag and rofe no more fliall (hade 
With martial air the honours of thy head j 
When the full wig thy vifage fhall enclofe, 
And only leave to view thy learned nofe ; 
Safely mayft thou defy beaux, wits, and fcoffers. 
While tenanu, in fec-fimplc, fluff thy cofiers f 
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Mrs. MARY MASTERS, 

NO W living, is a native of Ottky^ near Leeds 
in TirJyhire. Her genius to poetry ((he h«r- 
fclf informs us) was dwaj* brow-beat and difcx)un- 
tenanced by her parents; and, till hermerit got the 
better of her fortune, fhe was fhut out from all 
commerce with the polite world. Her pieces are 
indeed moftly of a ferious caft, and Icfs adapted to 
the taftc of the generality of readers, than thofe of 
a more lively turn : but there are in them very evi- 
dent marks of uncommon talents. And indeed 
there are few men, that would have wrote fo well 
under the fame diicouragements, and difadvantages 
pfie4ucation. 
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POEMS 

BY 

Mrs. MARY MASTERS. 
DEFENCE (rfAfrier/iXO*. 

LONG hsth it been the critic's poor <leltght 
To daorin the piece they wanted fenfe to write. 
Where-e'er fuperror qusdities abound. 
The fnarling crew too furely w'dl be found : 
Myrtillo now provokes their venom'd wit. 
He has excelled, and therefore merits it. 
But the bright youth above their malice ibines^. 
Secure in his unperifhable lines : 
So barking curs perfue tiie generous horfe. 
Who bleft with nobler parts and greater force, 
Difdains their little fury to engage. 
And is unmov'd at fuch enervate rage, 

* The poems here vindicated make up a finall volume 
publifhed by the Author at 18 yeais of age, under the title 
of. Poems e/t/e*verai Occafiom, By a Young Gentkman* 
O2 
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Here Ifhould flop, left I myfelf expofe 
To the refentment of MyrtiUo's foes. 
For what am I, a poor illiterate maid. 
That durft their learn'd authority invade ? 
True ; but my fafcty is in being mean, 
A foolilh thing that's plac'd below their fplecn. 
Y^t had I merit to dcfervc their hate, 
Vi mock their cenfure, and provoke my fate.^ 
Judicious heat my glowing bofom fires, 
And equitable rage my Ibul infpires. 
I hate the carping tribe, their knowledge flight. 
Nor would enjoy their learning with their fpitcv 
Void of their envy and its pointed ftings, 
I taftegood-nature*s more delightful fprings^ 
Where I fee merit I admire it too, 
A generous virtue which they never knew. 

With plcafiirc I Myrtillcis lines pcnife 
The charming produifts of a vig'rous Mufe. 
All that is foft, that's delicate and fine. 
Does in his vcrfe in namelefs beauties join. 
Such moving language, and the fenfc fo ftrong 5 
While cv*lry grace adorns the pleafing fong ; 
Nature and art to give me joys unite. 
And cv*ry word adminifters delight. 
But if there's ought dcfeftive or untrue. 
Take it, ye Critics, that belongs to you^ 
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PSALM XXXIX. 

I Said, I will with ftriftcft caution tread. 
And ever jealous my own raflincfs dread ; 
Left haply my unguarded tongue betray 
Impatient fenfe of Providence*s fway. 
My mouth as with a bridle 1*11 reftrain, 
And wicked men (hall watch my words in vain, 

Determln'd thus I kept my filence long. 
Nor good nor evil iffu*d from my tongue. 
But fecret mufings fecret pains impart. 
And grief fuppreft inflam'd my burning heart; 
Till warm reflexion kindled in my breaft. 
And thus my tongue my fervent thought expreft. 

Teach me, O Lord, to mark with wrfdom's eyes • 
The narrow boundi^ in which my being lies ; 
The fcanty meafures of my years t6 Weigh, 
And know my frail affinity with clay. 
Behold how tranfient is the creature man I 
His longeft pcriodlies within a fpan. 
His age e'en feems as nothing in thine eye^ 
And all his glory is but vanity. 
Soon flit his vifionary joys away, 
Himfelf the empty pageant of a day : 
Yet the fond wretch confumcs himfelf with care, ^ 
Gollefting riches for an. unknown heir. 

Since then each man is vanity and duft, 
fowhom fhall I repofe my hope and truft ? • 
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Where (hall my foul for real good attend ? 
Where but on thee, my never-failing friend ? 
Of guilt and fliame remove the preflTve loaJ, 
And let me ftill find favour with my God. 
Oh ! let me from my enemies have reft. 
And be exempted from the fcorner's jeff. 
Spcechlefs I fufFer what's ordain'd by thde. 
And by my filence own the juft decree : 
Yet oh ! .remove, or mitigate my woe, 
Alas ! I faint beneath the pond'rous blow : 
How fhould a worm before thy terrors ftand ? 
Or bear the crufh of an Almighty hand ? 
When thy. juft vengeance chaftens man for fin. 
And confcience flings the guilty wretch* within ; 
His frame decays, his blooming beauty dies, 
And from his cheek the lively colour flies. 
So eating moths confume the weaver's toils. 
Fret the rich web, and triumph in their fpoils. 

Surely each man is vain to an cxtream, 
Himfelf a vapour, and his life a dream. 

. Hear, mighty God, confider all my pray'rs^, 
And give an anfwer to my falling tears. 
Lo ! thou has fix'd my fhort abode on earth, 
A ftranger and a pilgrim from my birth : 
A traveller, who fpoa muft difappear. 
E'en fuch am I, and fuch my fathers were. 
Oh ! for a while reprieve me from the tomb>. 
Pity my youth, and heal its fading bloom. 
Sufp^nd my fate,, my wafted ftrength repair. 
Before 1 Jcave the well-known obje<Sh here. 
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E'er in the grave I fhall forgotten lic^ 
Loft to my friends, and hid from ev*iy eye.. 

To LU C I N D A. 

LU C I N D A, you in vain diftuade 
Two hearts from mutual love. 
What am'rous youth, or tender maid,. 
Could e'er their flames remove ? 

What if the charms in him I fee 

Only exift in thought ; 
Yet Cupidy like the Medi^ decree. 

Is firm and changeth not. 

Seek not to know my paffions fpring^. 

The reafon to difcover 5 
For reafon is an ufelefs thingy^ 

When we've commenc'd the lover. 

Should lovers quanel with their fote. 

And afk the reafon why. 
They are condemned to dote on that,, 

Or for thifrobjeft die ? 

They muft not hope for a reply. 

And this is all they know 5 
They figh,. and weep, and rave, and die^ 

Becaufe it muft be fot^ 
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Love is a mighty Ood you know. 

That rules with potent fway r 
And when he draws his awful bow,* 

We mortak muft obey« 

Since you the fatal ftrife endur*d,- 

And yielded to bi& dart : 
How can I hope to be fccur'd. 

And guard a weaker heart i 

PSALM XXXVH- 

Infcrtbed /^ «» I k j u r e^d F r i b n d. 

FRET not thyfelf when wicked nicn prevail. 
And boM iniquil^ bears down the fcale. 
They and their glory quickly (hall decsqc» 
Swept by the hand of Providence awaiy^^ 
As verdant grafs cut from its vital root,. 
That, with'ring, dies beneath the heedlefs foot : 
In piety refolv'd, on heav'ft depend^i 
His hand ihall feed thee, and his ai^ defend ; 
JDelight in him, who hath the pow'r to Ue&j 
And what thy foul defires thou ihalt poflefs*- 
In all thy ways on Providence recline. 
So (hall he vindicate each juft defi^ 
Thy virtue in full profpeflihaU be fliewn^^ 
Clear as the mom^ bright as. die mid-day fun* 
In humble Alence ever patient be,^ 
H^ia^/2ieef^J9tof his divine decree* 
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Tho' guilty policy her fchemes fulfil. 
Fret not thyfelf, nor imitate the ill. 
Sudden the fons of vice (hall be deftroy'd. 
And defolate the place they once enjoy*dr 
But he that's humble, merciful and juft. 
And in his God repofes all his truft. 
Shall fee his days protradled, void of careSy 
And pafs with pleafure all his fmiling years^ 

The hardened wretch that's grown from bad toworfc^ 
May grind his teeth, or vent tl\g dreadful curfe j 
Or the black fchemes of hidden mifchief lay, 
Heav'n's fav'rite children eager to betray. 
Th' Almighty views him with a fcomful eye^ 
Knowing the day of his deftruiSion nigh. 
In vain he draws the fword, and bends the bow. 
And levels at the juft the murd'ring blow^ 
His own falfe heart fball feel* the fatal wouad. 
And the fnapt bow lay fliiver'd on the groundr 
The humble pittance by the good enjoy'd. 
With labour gain'd, with probity employ'dy 
Is better far, andmore tobedefu-'d. 
Than wealthy ftores by wicked men acquired : 
Whofe arms fhall fail, whofe ftrength fhall weaknefs^ 

prove. 
But the juft man no pow'r on earth fliallmovc. 
His God is his fupport, his joy, his reft. 
And to eternity he (hall be bleft. 
When heavy judgments fwecp o'er guilty lands. 
Secure in confcious innocence he ftands : 
When fountains fail, and earth denies her ©airiv 
When pinching want and meager iamx\R^«^^^ 
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In his fair fields fhaH fruitful harvefls grow. 
And his freih fprings with chryflal fbeams o*erftoW. 

But ftubborn finners fhaH no mercy find, 
For as light vapours fly before the wind, 
As oflFer'd lambs on gtewing altars lay, 
Whofe burning fat confumes and melts away,^ 
So (hall they perifh all and difappear, 
As clouds of fInokcdHpers'd in thinner air. 
All that is juft the mcked man declines, 
Falfe are his words, aad fraudfiil his deilgns; 
With eafe heTl pr omife, and with eafe betray, 
** Lend me," fay» he, but never means to pay. 

What difTrent virtttes grace the pious mind f 
Here mercy is with chearing bounty joiii'd ^ 
Here open-handed Charity is feen. 
And foft CompafBon widi a gentle mien ; 
Such is the man wholonj; heav'n's favour (hares. 
And leaves the copious bleffing to his heh*s; 
But he that travels on m wicked ways 
Is mofl accurft, and fhort (hall be his days. 
A good man's fteps are all with caution trody 
At once the charge and favVite of his God : 
And if he flips (as fure the beft may err) 
He's (Kll fupported by Almighty care. 

Frombloonnng youth to my declining years, 
1 ne*er beheld the righteous or his heirs 
Unfriended, wand'ring, piteoufly implore 
The dole of Charity from door to doon 
Hispray'rs, his pity, evVy gracious deed 
Sntails a Talting Wcffing on his fe^% 
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Obferve what's right, let fin be moft abhorr'd. 
Immortal life (hall be the great reward. 
For truth and virtue are by heav'n approved. 
And the juft man (hall be by heav'n beloy'd. 
Proteded by his God, he knows no fear. 
For ever fafe beneath his guardian care. 
That friend of faints will lengthen out their days. 
When fjsidden death cuts olF the wicked race. 
But he whofe life is regular and pure. 
Shall make his name to lateft times endure* 
Nor thro' unntunber'd ages (hail decline. 
The patrimonial honours of his line. 
What wifdom didates he with pleafure tells. 
While his glad tongue on fweet io&tuSdoa Jwdb. 
Within his heart his Maker's law prefides. 
And firm he treads whom true religion guides. 
In vain he's watch'd by his infidious ibe. 
That feeks to flay him with a fecret blow. 
For heav'n, ftill careful of its fervant's good, 
Shall free him from the hand dKbin'd with blood* 
Or, if malicious fycophants combine. 
If wicked men in wicked counfels join. 
And thro' black perjury and canker'd fpi^i^ 
Perverted judgment feize his legal ri^t ; 
Intrepid he fuftains the preffive ill, 
Confcious his God will hold him guiltle(5 ftill. 
With patient hope the path of God perfuc, 
Thine eyes a ftrange vicifStude fhall view. 
Thy right reftor'd with larger tracks of land. 
And pow'r, unknown before, (hall ble(s thy hand* 
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Thy late infulting foe to thee (hall bend, 
And thou {halt mark his miferable end. 

I have myfelf a potent villain feen. 
Like the young laurel, vigVous, lovely, green. 
With pow'r invefted, ftretch from fide to fide. 
Vain with fuccefs, and fwell'd with inward pride. 
Yet foon this mighty man was (hrunk to earth, 
'Twas fcarce rememberM that he e*er had birth. 
I fought the place where he fo lately (hone, 
*Twas all a wafte, the faithlefs matter gone. 

Behold the man whofe life*s unblemifli'd round. 
Is with fair truth, and bright perfedion crown'd : 
With what compofure he refigns his breath, 
Serenely fmiling in the arms of death ! 
But the tranfgreffing tribe (hall foon decay, 
Tho' mercy for a while their fate delay. 
A certain vengeance on their race {hall fall, 
. And one vaft ruin overwhelm them all. 
To the juft man profperity is given. 
And his redeemer is the Lord of heav'n. 
But if a trial of his faith be meant. 
And for that end fevere affli^ions fent. 
His arm fuftains him in the day of woe. 
And gives him ftrengdi to bear the chaft*ning blow. 
When angry men, a vile perfidious band. 
Approach to wound him with unhallov/d hand ; 
To heav'n he looks, expefting fafety thence. 
And the Moft High will be his fure defence. 
Will crufli his foes, and their mad pow'r reftrainy 
J^arffff^e c\r tru/ied in the Lard in vain. 
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<< Was it for Ibisi thati dKft xe(eawear» 
^ FQrtbUiiie«*fi^thej[ewels%si:|\^ 
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** Ah ! princeis ! with what zeal have I perfuM ! 

** Almoft forgot the duty of a prude. 

*^ Thinking 1 never could attend too ibon^ 

«* I've miis'd my pray*rs to get me drefs'd by noon. 

«« For thee, ah ! what for thee did I refign ? 

** My pleafures, paffions, all that e'er was mine. 

^* I facrifkr'd both modefly and eafe, 

*' Left operas, and went to filthy plays ; 

'* Double entendres fliock'd my tender ear> 

•« Yet even this for thee I chofe to bear. 

*^ In glowing youdi, when nature bids be g^y, . 

«* And ev*ry jdy of life before me lay, 

*^ By honour prompted, and by pride reftrain'd, 

^* The pleafures of the young my foul difiiain'd : 

^ Sermons I (ought, and with a mien fevere 

^ Cenfur'd my nei^bours, and iaid daily prayV. 

^ Alaa ! how changed ! — ^with the fiunf fermon miea 

" That once I pray'd, the WhaUtTye'caWt Tve fefli^ 

^ Ah! crudpriiicefi, for thy fake I've loft 

^^ That reputation which fo dear had coft : 

^* I, vAio avoided ev*}y publick place, 

<< When bloom and beauty bid me fhew my lace ; 

** Now near dice conftant ts^tj ni^t abide 

'* Widi ncfcr-fUling duty by thy fide, 

c^ Myfelf and daughters ftanding on a row> 

«* To all die foreigners a goodly ihow! 

<< Oft had your drawing-room bete &dly thin» 

« And merchants wives dofe by die chair been feen j 

«< Had not I amply fiU'd die«mpty (pace, 

^« And £iyM your higbneft from 4^ dire difgraco. 
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^* Yet Coquitilla*^ artifice prevails, 

** When all my n^rit a^d vay 4uty fails : 

** That Coquetilla^ who(e deluding airs 

** Q>rFU|)t ^ur vifgiiis, ani our youth enfnarc j 

** So funk her charaftcr, fo loft her fame, 

** Scarce vifited before your highnefe came j 

** Yet for the bed-chamber ^is her you chufe^ 

" When ac aj Md fiwne and vif toe you rcit^e. • , . 

*' Ah ! worthy qh(E)ice ( iK>t me of aUL your tiain 

*^ Whom ceaoftire blai]«. not, anddifhoooursftaln. ^ 

^^ Let the ni^e hind now fiidde dirty pig$, . 

*^ And the proiid pea-hen (hatch the cuckoo's eggs ! 

*' Let Iris leave her paint and owaber age, 

" And grave5qjfitt».wed a giddy page! .,, 

*• A greater miracle is daily ww'd^ : ■ 

" A vifOocKiRfariiwdsiwidi'.acourttiblewd. ' 

^' I know tbee, Cpurt! with £i( Htq tr^acb'^ooi 
^* wiles, 
^* Thy falfe carefle» and undoing (miles ! . . ' 
^ Ah ! princefs, learn'd in all thy courtly arts . 
*■ To cheat our hopes, and yofi to. gfun our hearts. . 

** Large lovely bribes-are ihe great ft^tefmaa'* aim). 
** And the hegleftcd patriot follows fame. 
" The prince is ogled; fertc thej king perfttc j * 

•* But your Roxana orH^ fbllows^you. 
** Uti^xs*^ RoxancL, ceaie, and try to find 
" Some other, fuicdtheprincpfs proves unkind 3 
<^ Ptrhaps it is not hard to find at court, 
«< Ifnota^attr, ai more firm fuppoct" 
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rUE S D AT. 
St. yAMES'% COFFEE-HOUSE. 

SILLIANDERand PATCH. 

THOU, who fo many favours baft receiVdy 
Wond*rous to tell, and hard to be believ'd^ 

Oh ! H d^ to my lays attention lend. 

Hear how two loven boodftingly contend ; 
Like thee fucce&fiil, fuch their bloomy youd), 
Renown'd alike for gallantry and truth. 

.^t. Jamn^s bell had toQ'd fome wretches in, 
{^^ tatterM riding-hoods alone could fin) 
The happier finners now thrir charms put out^ 
And fo their mantuas dieir ccllnplexions fuit : 
The opera queens had fini(h*d half their faces^ 
Andtity-dames already taken places ; 
Fbp9 of all kinds to fee the lion run ; '^ 

Vl^r beauties ftay till the firft ad's begun, J 

^nd'beaux ftep home to put fre(h linen on. "^ 

Nqrwell-drefs'd youth in coffee-faoufe remain'd. 
But pen^ve Patchj who on the window lean'd ; 
And SUUandirj that alert and gay, 
Firft pick'd his teeth, and then began to fay. 
S I L LI AN D E R. 
Why all thefe fighs ? ah I why fi> penfire grown ? 
Some caufe there is why thus you fit alone. 
Uoes haplefs pz&on all this forrow move I 
C^rdoJf thou envy whcr# thcladV^^V>N^\ 
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PATCH. 
If, whom they love, my envy mufl; perfuc, 
*Tis fure, at Icaft, I never envy y^u. 

S I L L I A N D E R. 
No, Fm unhappy, you are in the right, 
'Tis you they favour, and 'tis me they flight 
Yet I could tell, but that I hate to boaft, 
A club of ladies where 'tis me they toaft. 

PAT C tt 

Toafting does feldom any favour prove; 
Like us, they never toaft the diing diey lovet 
A certain duke one night my health bc^n ; 
With chearful pledges round the room it ruH» 
Till the young Syhia^ prefs'd to drink it too» 
Started, and vow'd (he knew not what to do : 
What, drink a fellow's health ! (he dy'd with (hamc f 
Yet blufh'd whenever ihe pronounc'd my name 

SILLIANDER. 
nifatesperfueme, may I never find 
The dice propitious, or the ladies kind. 
If fair Mifs Flipf/s fan I did not tear. 
And one from me fhe condefcends to wear« 

PATCH. 
Women are always ready to receive ; 
'Tis tien a favour when the fex will give. 
A lady (but flie is too great to name) 
Beauteous in perfon, fpotlefs is her fame. 
With gentle ftrugglings let me force this ring ; 
Another day may give another thing. 
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S I L LI A N D E R. 
I could fajr fomething — fee this biHet-dowe-* 
And as for prefcnts-^look upon my (hoc-^ 
Thefc buckles vere not ferc'd, nop half a theft. 
But a yoiui|; countefs fondly made the gift' 

PATCH. 

My countefi is more nice, more artfiittoo^ 

Afieds to fly, that I may fierce pedue: 
This fnuff-box which I begg'd ihc ftUI dehy'd. 
And when I ftrove to fniitch it feemM to hide i 
She laughed and fled, and as I (ought to feize. 
With afieAation cram'd it down her ftays r 
Yet hopM (he did not place it there unfeen, 
I prefs'd her breafts and puird it from between. 

SILLI ANpER. 
Laft night as I ftood ogtin'g of her Grace, 
Drinkihg delicious poifbn ft6m her face,' 
The foft enchantrefs did that (kce decltne. 
Nor ever rais'd her eyes tp meet with' mine j 
With fudden art (bme fccrct did pretend", 
Lean'd crofs two chain's to whi/per to a friend. 
While the (liff whalebone"witli tlie mbtlon rofc. 
And thoufand beauties to my fight expofe. 

PATC a 

Early this mom — (but I was aflcM to come) 
I drank bohea in Cilia's drei&ng,-'room : 
Warm from her bed, to me ajone' withioi 
Her night-gown fattened with a finglepin ; 
Her night-cloaths tumbled with refriUefs grace, 
And her bright hsXr play'd carclefs round her face ; 
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Reaching the kettle, made her gown unpin. 
She wore no waiilcoat, and her fluff was thin. 

SILLIANDER. 
See Titiana driving to the park ! 

Hark ! let m follow, "tit not yet too dark ; 
In her all beauties of the fpring are feen. 
Her cheeks are rofy, and her mantle green. 

PATCH. 
See, Tlfii^iita to the opera goes ! 
Hafte, or the croud will not permit our bows i 
Inherthegloryof theheav'nsweviewy ., 
Her eyes an: ifau'-like, and her mantle blue. 

SILLIANDER. 
What colour does in CeSa^n ftocking^ fliini ? 
Reveal thatfecret, and the prize is thine. 

PATCH. 

What are her g^uters ? tell me if jrou can I 
111 freely own thee for the happier man. 

Thus Patch continu d his heroic ftratn» 
While SiBiambr but contends in vain. 
After a conqueft ib important gain*d» 
Unrival*d Patch in ev'ry ruellc reign'd. 

WEDNESDAT. 
The T£tc a T^tc. 



DANCINDA. 

NO, fiux Dtmniai no \ ^o\^€erat«'v&;<tva^ 
Ta calm mv ran> veA. mvlLVBaSUb tCCI \<ai^ 



To calm my care and mtiv^gtSft tcq \«»sx\ 
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<< Ifallnajfig^ mycareSf canfiultomovct 

*< Ah ! feotb mt.nbc iMdi fruitle& vows of lave.*' 

Thus StripbQt0,(pokei DmicindM thui rcply'd : 

What muft I do to gratify your pride i 

Too well yott know (ong^rateful as diou art) 

How much you triumph in this tender heart : 

What proof of love remains for me. to grant ? 

Yetftill you teazeme with feme new complaint. 

Oh ! would to hetv'n ?— fcut the fond wifli is vain— 

Too many fitvoois had not made it jdam ! 

But fuch a paflkinhrtifts thro* all dHgiufey 

Love reddens on my chbdc and wHhes in my eyes. 

Is*tnot enou^ (inhuman and unkihd !) 

I own the (ecret confli^ of my mind } 

You cannot know what fecrct ^pAa I prdv^i ' * ' ' 

When I with burning bHifbe^ 6^ I love. 

You fee hiy afdefs joy at your apj^lpoach^' ' 

I figh, I faint> T treinUe at your touch's 

And in your ableoce all the world I fhun ; 

I hate mankind^ and cuHe the cheariiig lun. 

Still as I fly ten thoufand (wains perfuc » 

Ten thoufand fwaitts I facrifice to you. 

I fhew you all my heart without diikuife : 

But thcfe* afre ^dier pfoofr that y^ de^i f e ■ ■ 

I fee too well what wifhes you perfue ; 

You would not only conquer, but undo : 

You, cruel vidor, weary of your flamet 

Would feek a cim ill myrcteraal ffaame ; 

And not content my honour to fubdue. 
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Oh ! Love, a jGfbd indeed Co vomankiml, . 
Whofe arropn^ irnn me^- and whefirfotters biiidy 
Avenge thy alttusy^ rindicate thyhmp^ . 

And blaft thefe tr^ritofl:s that piofiuie diy namci^ 
Who, by pretending to thy facitdfircy 
Kaife curfed tix^Mes to impure defiie; 

Have you forgot widi what enfliaring art 
You firft feduc'd this ibnd uncautioui beait I 
Then as I flisd, did you not kieling cay, . . 
Turn, cruel beauty; whither would you^y I 
Why all thefe doiArtB r why this dUlbuifui four i 
No impious wifliesihaU affiind your ears -■'. 
Nor ever (hall my boldeft hopes pfcfend 
Above die title of 1^ tender fdeiid ; ^ :. . . 
Bleft, ifmylMilyGoddefii%rillpen»tfi .\ 
My humble vows, diur fishing at Jhcurftelk . . 
The tyrant Love thuixi my bofiun mgn% : - 
The God himfelf fobiiiitstoweikryoarchikittt*: 
Yoa (hall dired his caUflc» his ardour tam^ 
And check tfaeiury of l¥s witdeft flame. 

Unp^f2ifiiB*dyQitt^J9e3fi]y4sGtiv'di ... 
Sooth'd by fuch fautids»:IlifleaVttd fadictrM.;: 
Now, quit^ forgot that fiaft fuholiffiVe feary . - 
You dare to aflt what I mihftjMuih to teir« 

Could I forget the boaou£<»( my fface> 
And meet your wiflies, &arle6 of.difgrace ; 
Could paffion o*er my tender youth pnevaily 
And all nqr mother's piousfmaximsiail ; 
Yet to prefaveyour heart (which ftilloMift he, 
Falfeaskis^ for erer dear ti^iniO • .' 
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This fatal proof of love I would not give. 
Which you'd contemn Che moment yoo receive. 
The wretched fhe, who yields to guilty joys^ 
A man mgy pity, but he muft defpife. 
Your ardour ceas*d, I then (hould fee you fhun 
The wretched vi<^m by your arts undone. 
Yet-if I could that cdd indifPrencebear, 
What more would ftrike me with die iaft defpair. 
With this refle^on would my Ibul be tom. 
To know I merited your cruel (com4 

Has love no pleafurts free from guik or fear I 
Pleafures left fiercCf morelafting, more fincerc i 
Thus let us gendy kift and fondly gase^ 
Love is a child, and like a child it plays. 

O Strepbon^ if you would cdntihue juft. 
If love be fomethix^ more dian brutal luft, 
Forbear to aik uriiat I muft ftill deny. 
This bitter pleafure, this deftrudive joyy 
So dofely foUow'd by die difmal train 
Of cutting (hame, and guilt's heart-pterdng pain. 

She paus'd ; and fix'd her eyes upon-her tm ; 
He took a pinchof Ihuff^ and thus began ; 
Madam, if love— but he could (ay no more^ 
For MadamoifeUe came rapping at die door. 
The dangerous moments no adieu3 afford ; 
—Begone, (he cries, Tm fure I hear my lord^ 
The lover ftarts from his unfinUh'd loves, 
Tofnatchhishat, and fedc his fcatter'd gloves: 
The figbing dame to meet her dear prepares. 
While Strephon cuHiogi (Ue» dova die hack-ftaiif. 
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S ATU R D AT"^. 
The S M A L L-P O X, 

F L A V I A. 

TH E wretched Flavia. on her couch recliny , 
Thus breath*d the anguifh of a wounded mind $ 
A glafs revers'd in her right hand fhe bore. 
For now fhe fhunnM the face (he fought before, 

*' How am I chang'd ! alas ! how am I grown 
** A frightful fpe6lre, to myfelf unknown ! 
*' Where's my complexion ? where my radiant bloom, 
** That promis'd happinefs for years to come ? 
** Then with what pleafure I this face furvey'd ! 
'* To look once more, my vifits oft delayed ' 
** Charm'd with the view, a freiher red would rife, 
*' And a new life (hot fparkling fromYny eyes ! 

^' Ah ! faithlefi g]a&, niy wonted bloom reftore i 
** Alas ! I rave, that bloom is now no more ! 
*' The greateft good the Gods on men beftow, 
*' Ev'n youth itfelf to me is ufelefs now. 

* We have purpofely omitted the two Eclogues, entitled 
Thurfday, The Baffem-Tahle, and FrUay^ The Toilette, bcv 
caufe, though hitherto publifhed among thisLady^s piecesi 
file is really not the author of them. The Toilette y/^ 
written by Gay, and is printed among his poems^ and Pope 
was the author of The BaJJette'TahU, which is infertcd in 
the edition of his works publifbed by ^« TTorlwrtm* 
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** There was a time (oh ! that I could forget !) 

*' When opera-tickets pour'd before my feet ; 

** And at the ring, where brighteft beauties (bine, 

** The earlicft cherries of the fpring were mine, 

<« Witnefs, O Lilly ; and thou, Motteuxj tell 

" How much japan thcfe eyes have made ye fell. 

*' With what contempt ye faw me oft defpife 

*' The humble offer of the raffled prize ; 

** For at the raffle ftill each prizel bore, 

*^ With fcorn rejefted, or with triumph wore ! 

*' Now beauty's fled, and prefents are no more ! 

** For me the patriot has the houfe forfook, 
*< And left debates to catch a pafflng look : 
** For me the foldier has foft verfes writ : 
«< For me the beau has aim'd to be a wit. 
*' For me the wit to nonfenfe was betray 'd ; 
" The gamefter has for me his dun delay'd, 
^* And overfecn the card I would have pay'd. 
♦« The bold and haughty, by fuccefs made vain, 
*« AwM by my eyes, have trembled to complain : 
♦< The bafliful 'fquire touch'd by a wifli unknown, 
" Has dar'd to fpcak with fpirit not his own s 
*« Fir'd by one wifh, all did alike adore j 
« Now beauty's fled, and lovers are no more ! 

" As round the room I turn my weeping eyes, 
*« New unaffefled fcenes of forrow rife ! , 
<« Far from my fight that killing piihire bear, 
*< The face disfigure, and the canvas tear ! 
4< That pidlure, which with pride I us'd to (how, 
" The loft rcfemblancc but upbraids me now. 
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*^ And thou, my toilette ! where I oft have late, 

" While hours unheeded pafs'd in deep debate, 

*^ How curls fhould fall, or wher^ a patch to place j 

** If blue or fcarlet beft became my face j 

*^ Now on fome happier nymph your aid beftow j 

*' On fairer heads, ye ufelefs jewels, glow! 

'^ No borrowed luftre can my charms reftore ; 

*' Beauty is fled, and drefs is now no more ; 

*' Ye meaner beauties, I permit ye fhine j 
^^ Go, triumph in the hearts that once were mine 5 
** But 'midft your triumphs wiih confufion know, 
** *Tis to my ruin all your charms ye owe. 
** Would pitying heav'n reftore my wonted mien, 
** Yc ftill might move unthought of and unfecn : 
** But oh, how vain, how wretched is the boaft 
** Of beauty faded, and of empire loft ! 
** What now is left but weeping to deplore 
** My beauty fled, and empire now no more ! 

" Ye cruel chymifb, what with-held your aid ! 
<* Could no pomatums fave a trembling maid ? 
*' How falfe and trifling is that art ye boaft 5 
<* No art can give me back my beauty loft ! 
** In tears, furrounded by my friends I lay, 
". Mafk'd o'er, and trembled at the fight of day j 
** Atlrmllio came my fortune to deplore, 
«' (A golden-headed cane well carv*d hejjore) 
*^ Cordials, he cry'd, my fpirits muft reftore ! 
*^ Beauty is fled, and fpirit is no more ! 

*' GaUrty the grave; oflicious 5^^/r^, wasthere^ 
" With fruitlefs grief and unava\\\tv^^^x^\ 



172 Lady M. W. M ON TA G U E. 

** Machaon too, the great Machaouy known 

•' By his red cloak and his fuperior frown ; 

** And why, he cry'd, this grief and this defpair ? 

*^ You (hall again be well, again be fair ; 

•* Believe my oath ; (with that an oath he fwore) 

•^ Falfe was his oath ; my beauty is no more ! 

*' Ceafe, haplefsmaid, no more thy tale perfue, 
•* Forfake mankind, and bid the world adieu ! 
** Monarchs and beauties rule with equal fway \ 
*• All ftrive to fcrve, and glory to obey : 
" Alike unpitied when depos'd they gtow, 
** Men mock the idol of their former vow. 

•• Adieu ! ye parks !-«*-in fome obfcure reccfs, 
•* Where gentle ffa-eams will weep at my diftrefs, 
*' Where no falfe friend will in my grief take part, 
*« And mourn my ruin with a joyful heart ; 
•* There let me live in fome defcrted place, 
<< T}ierehide in ihades this loft inglorious face* 
" Ye operas, circles, I no more muft view ! 
** My toilette, patches, all the world adieu ! , 

EPISTLE 

From ARTHUR GRET, the Footman, 

After his Condenmation for attempting a Rap e. 

READ, lovely nymph, and tremble not to read, 
I have no more to wi(h, nor you to dread : 
/a/t not life J for life to me wcrt N2L\tv^ 
And death a refuge from fcvcrct pirn* 
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My only hope in thefe laftiines I try j 
1 would be pitied, and I then would die. 
Long had I liv'd as fordid as my fate. 
Nor curs*d the deftiny that made me wait 
A fervile flave : content with homely food, J 

The grofs inftin^t of appetite perfu'd : r 

Ybuth gave me flecp at night, and warmth of blood. ^ 
Ambition yet had never touch'd my breaft j -j 

My lordly matter knew no founder reft ; f 

With labour healthy, in obedience bleft. "^ 

But when I faw oh ! had I never feen 

That wounding foftnefe, that engaging mien ! 

The mift of wretched education flies, -^ 

Shame, fear, defire, defpair and love arife, > 

The new creation of thofe beauteous eyes. "^ 

But yet that love perfuM no guilty aim. 

Deep in my heart I hid the fecret flame. 

I never hop'd my fond defire to tell, 

And all my wiihes were to ferve you well. 

Heav'ns ! how I flew, when wing'd by your command. 

And kifs'd the letters giv'n mc by your hand. 

How pleas'd, how proud, how fond was I to wait, 

Prefent the fparkling wine, or change the plate ! 

How when you fung my foul devour'd the found. 

And ev'ry fenfe was in the rapture drown'd ! 

The' bid to go, I quite forgot to move ; 

^You knew not that fhipidity was love ! 

But oh ! the torment not to be exprefs'd. 

The grief, the rage, the hell that fii'd this breaft., 
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When my great rivals, in embroid'ry gay, 
Sate by your fide, or led you from the play ! 
I ftill contriv'd near as I could to ftand, 
(The flambeau trembling in my (baking hand) 
I faw, or thought I faw, thofe fingers prefs'd, ^ 

For thus their paifion by my own I gucfs'd, r 

And jealous fury all my foul pofiefs*d. ■* 

Like torrents, love and indignation meet. 
And madnefs would have thrown me at your feet. 
Turn, lovely nymph (for fo I would have faid) 
Turn from thofe triflers who make love a trade; 
This is true pafiion in my eyes you fee ; 
They cannot, no they cannot love like me. 
Frequent debauch has pall'd their fickly tafte. 
Faint their defire, and in a moment paft : 
They figh not from the heart, but from the brain ^ 
Vapours of vanity, and ftrong champagne. 
Too dull to feel what forms, like yours, infpirc, ^ 
After long talking of their painted fire, J. 

To fome lewd brothel they at night retire ; J 

There plcas'd with fancy'd quality and charms. 
Enjoy your beauties in a ftrumpet's arms. 
Such are the joys thofe toafters have in view, ^ 

And fuch the wit and pleafure they perfue : t 

And is this love that ought to merit you ? J 

Each opera-night a new addrefs begun. 

They fwear to thoufands what they fwear to one. 

Not thus I figh but all my fighs are vain— -^' 

Dh, ivretched Jrtbur^ and conceal thy pain : L 

'Hs impudence to wi(h> anA m^^rvtf-i Vi corcv^Uia. J 



Z'^'y^^ found, ihiLfr?"^'^^^ 
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Thinlcthc bold wretch, that could fo greatly dare, 
Wylendcr, faithful, ardent, and fincere : 
Think when I held the piftol to your brcaft, -j 

Had I been of the world's large rule poffefs'd, > 

That world had then been your's, and I been bleft ! -* 
Think that my life was quite below my care, 
Nor fear'd I any hell beyond defpair- 

If thefe reflexions, though they feize you late, 
Give fomc compaffion for your Arthur^s fate : 
Enough you give, nor ought I to complain j 
You pay my pangs, nor have I dy'd in vain. 

The LOVER. A Ballad. 
To Mr. C . 

AT length, by fo much importunity prefs'd. 
Take, C— -, at once the infide of my breaft ; 
This ftupid indilPrence fo often you blame. 
Is not owing to nature, to fear, or to fhame* 
I am not as cold as a virgin in lead. 
Nor is Sunday's fermon fo ffarong in my head : 
I know but too well how time flies along. 
That we live but few years, and yet fewer are your^. 

II. 

But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
Long years of repentance for moments of joy. 
Oh ! was there a man (but where fhall I find 
Good fenfe and good nature fo equally join'd ?) 
Would value his pleafure, couUWiMXt Vo mmt \ 
Abt/nea/j// would boaft, noxYfou\d\c^3\^'^^'^^'i;y^^ 
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Not over fevere, yet not fhipidly vain. 

For I would have the power, tho* not give the pain. 

in. 

No pedant, yet learned ; not rake-helly gay. 
Or laughing, becaufe he has nothing to fay j 
To all my whole fex obliging and free. 
Yet never be fond of any but me. 
In publick preferve the decorum that's juft. 
And fhew in his eyes he is true to his truft ; 
Then rarely approach, and refpeflfully bow. 
But not fulfomcly pert, or foppifljy low. 

IV. 
But when the long hours of publick are paft. 
And we meet with champagne and a chicken at laft^ 
May ev'ry fond pleafure that moment endear ^ 
Be banifh'd afar both difcretioii and fear ! 
Forgetting or fcoming the airs of the croud. 
He may ceafe to be formal, and I to be proud^ 
Till loft in the joy, we confefs that we live. 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 

V. 
And that my delight may be folidly fix'd, 
Let the friend and the lover be handfomely mixM, 
In whofe tender bofom my foul may confide. 
Whole kindnefs can footh me, whofe counfelcan guide* 
From fuch a dear lover as here I defcribe, 
I^o danger (hould fright me, ho millions fhould bribe : 
But till this aftonifliing creature I know. 
As I long have liv'd chafte, I will keep myfelf fo. 

VL 
I never will (hare with the wanton G<K\Mtt> 

C>r£H?cau^litby a vainaffeaa\iouolvnx% ' 
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The toafters and fongftcrs may try all their art. 

But never fliall enter the pafs of my heart. 

I loath the lewd rake, the drefs'd fopling defpife : 

Before fuch perfuers the nice virgin flies : 

And as Ovid has fweetly in parables told, 

We harden like trees, and like rivers grow cold. 

The LADY'S RESOLVE. 

WritUn extempore on a Window. 

WHILST thirft of praife, and vain defire of fanie. 
In ev*ry age, is cv'ry woman's aim ; 
With courtihip pleased, of filly toafters proud^ 
Fond of a train, and happy in a croud ; 
On each poor fool beftowing fome kind glance^ 
Each conqueft owing to fome loofe advance ; 
While vain coquets afFed to be perfu'd. 
And think they're virtuous, if not grofely lewd ; 
Let this great maxim be my virtue's guide j •> 

In part ihe is to blame that has been try'd ; V 

He comes too near^ that comes to be deny'd. *^ 

The GENTLEMAN'S ANSWER. 

WHILST pretty fellows think a woman's feme 
In cv'iy ftate and ev'ry J^e the fame j 
With dicir own folly pleas'd, the fair they toaft. 
And where Husf leaft are happy, fwear they^re moft i 
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No difPrence making 'twixt coquet and prude ; 
And her that feems, yet is not really lewd j 
While thus they think, and thus they vainly live. 
And tafte no joys but what their fancies give ; 
Let this great maxim be my aftion's guide. 
May I ne'er hope, tho' I am ne'er dcny'd ; 
Nor think a woman won that's willing to be 1 



try'd. J 



An EPISTLE to Lord B f. 

HO W happy you ! who varied joys perfue ; 
And ev'ry hour prefents you fomething new I 
Plans, fchemes, and models, all Palladio*szxtj 
For fix long months have gain'd upon your heart : 
Of colonades, of corridores you talk. 
The winding ftair-cafe, and the covered walk ; 
You blend the orders with VUruvian toil. 
And raife with wond'rous joy the fancyM pile : 
But the dull workman's flow performing hand 
But coldly executes his lord's command. 
With dirt and mortar foon you grow difpleas'd. 
Planting fucceeds, and avenues are raised. 
Canals are cut, and mountains level made ; 
Bowers of retreat, and galleries of (hade : 
The {haven turf prefents a lively green ; 
The bord'ring flow'rs in myftic knots are fecn : 

With ftudied art on nature you refine ^— 

The fpring beheld you warm in this defign. 
But fcarce the cold attacks your fav'rite trees, 
Yourn inclination fails, and wiflies freeze \ 
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You quit the grove fo lately you admir'd ; 
With other views your eager hopes are fir'd. 
Poft to the city you direft your way ; 
Not blooming paradife could bribe your ftay : 
Ambition fliews you power's brighteft fide, 
'Tis meanly poor m folitude to hide : 
Tho' certain pains attend the cares of ftate, 
A good man owes his country to be great ; 
Should a£t abroad the high difluiguifli'd part. 
Or fhew at leaft the purpofe of his heart. 
With thoughts like thefe the fhining courts you feek ; 
Full of new {nvjefb for almoft a week : 
You then dc fpife the tinfel glittering fnare ; 
Think vile mankind bdow a ferious care : 
Life is too fliort for any diftant aim ; 
And cold the dull reward of future fame : 
Be happy then, while yet you have to live ; 
And love is all the bleffing heav*n can give. 
Fir'd by new paffion you addrefi the&irs 
Survey the opera as a gay parterre : 
Young Clois bloom had made you certain prize, 
But for a fide-long glance from Cello's eyes : 
Your beating heart acknowledges her pow^r ; 
Your eager eyes her lovely form devour ; 
You feel the poifon fwellmg in your breaft. 
And all your foul by fond defire pofleft. 
In dying fighs a long three hours are paft y' 
To fome affembly with impatient hafte. 
With trembling hope and doubtful fear you move, 
Refol/d to tempt your fale^ and ovrn your love : 
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But there Belinda meets you on the ftairs> 
£a(y her ihape, attracting all her airs ; 
A finile (he gives, and with a (mile can wound ; 
Her melting voice has mufick in the found ; 
Her ev*ry motion wears refiftlefs grace j 
Wit in her mien, and pleafure In her face : 
Here while you vow eternity of love, 
Cloe and Celia unregarded move. 

Thus on the fands of Afric*s burning plains. 
However deeply made, no long imprefs remains : 
The lighteft leaf can leave its figure there s 
TTie ftrongeft form is fcatter'd by the air. 
So yielding the warm temper of your mind, ^ 

So touch'd by ev'ry eye, fo tofs'd by wind ; I 

Oh ! how unlike the heav'n my foul defign'd ! ^ 
Unfeen, unheard, the throng around me move ; 
Nut wiihing praife, infenfible of love : 
No whifpers foften, nor no beauties fire ; 
CarelefiJ fee the dance, and coldly hear the lyre. 

So numerous herds are driven o'er the rock ; 
No print is left of all the paffing flock : 
So fings the wind around the folid ftone : 
So vainly beat the waves with fruitleis moan. 
Tedious the toil, and great the workman's care. 
Who dare attempt to fix impreffions there : 
But ihould fome fwain, more (kitful than the reft, 
£ngrave his name upon this marble breafl. 
Not rolling ages could deface that name ; 
Thio' all the ftcxrms of life 'tb ftili the (ame : 

Vol. U: R 
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Tho' length of years with mols may fliade the grouj 
Deep, tho' unfcen, remains the fccret wound. 

EPILOGUE 

To M A R r, Quceii o£ S C O T 

Defigned to befpoktn by Mrs. Old f i e ld 

WH AT could luxurious woman wifh for mor 
To iix her joys, or to extend her pow'r ? 
Their cv'ry wifli was in this Mary feen. 
Gay, witty, youthful, beauteous, and a queen ! 
Vain ufeleis blei&ng^ with ill conduA join'd ! 
Light as the air, and fleeting as the wind. 
Whatever poets write, and lovers vow. 
Beauty, what poor omnipotence baft thou ! 

Queen Befs had wifdom, council, pow'r, and lav 
How few ei{K>as*d a wretched beauty's caufe ! 
Learn hence, ye fair» more folid charms to prize. 
Contemn the idle flatterers of your eyes. 
The brigbteft obje£i fliines but while *tis new : 
That influence lefliens by familiar view. 
Monarchs and beauties rule with equal fway. 
All flrive to fervc, and glory to obey ; 
Alike unpitied when d^posM they grow. 
Men mock the idol of their fdrmer vow. 

Two great examples have been (hewn to-day, 
To whskt Aire ruin paffion does betray \ 
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What long repentance to {hort joys is due ; 
When reafon rules, what glory docs enfue f 

If you will love, love like Eliza then j 
Love for amufement, li)pe thofe traytors men* 
Think that the paftime of a leifufe hour 
She favour'd oft — but never ihar'd her pow'r* 
The traveller, by defart wolves perfu*d. 
If by his art the favagc foe's fubdu'd. 
The world will ftill the noble acft applaud^ 
Tho' viSory was gain'd by needful fraud. 

Such is, my tender fcx, our helplefs cafe | 
And fuch the barb'rous heart, hid by the begging face. 
By paffion fir'd, and not with-hdd by (hame. 
They cruel hunters are ; wc, trembling game. 
Truft me, dear ladies, (for I know *em well) -j 

They burn to triumph, and they figh to tdl : > 

Cruel to them that yield, cuMIes to them that fell. J 
Believe me, 'tis by far the wifcr courfe, 
Superior art fhould meet fiiperior force : 
Hear, but be feithful to yoyr int'reft ftill j 
^cure your hearts — ^then fool with whom you wyj* 

RECEIPT for the VAPOURS. 

Written to Lady J n. 

WHY will D^/Z/j thus retire, 
And languifh life away ? 
While the fighing croud admire, 
'Tis too foon for hartfhorn-tca% 
R2 
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All thofe difmal looks and fretting 

Cannot DamorC% life reftore ; 
Long ago the worms have cat him. 

You can never fee him more. 

Once again confultyour toilett 

In the glais your face review : 
So much weeping foon will fpoil it. 

And no fpring your charms renew. 

I, like you, was born a woman. 
Well I know what vapours mean : 

The dlfeafe, alas ! is common. 
Single, we have all the fpleen. 

All the morals that they tell us 

Never cur'd the forrowyet : 
Chule, among the pretty fellows. 

One of humour, youth, and wit. 

Prythee hear him every morning. 

At the leaft an hour or two \ 
Once again at night returning, 

I believe &e dofc will do. 
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Honourable Mrs. MONK 

WA S the daughter of the Right Honourable 
Lord MoUfworthy of Ireland \ and wife to 
George Monk^ £(q; She acquired, without a mafter, 
pmreljr by the" force of her own genius, a perfcd 
knowledge of the £<7//ff, ItaUan^ znd Spanijh tongues. 
She alfo tranflated many parts of the beft authors in 
thofe languages, and wrote many other poems. 
Soon after her death they were collected and pub- 
lifhfd by her father under the following title, 
Marinda> Peems and Tranjlations upon feveral 
Qccg^ns* 

• 
This Lady died about the year 17 15, and, on 

her death-bed at Baihj wrote a very affeding 

copy of verfes to her hufband in London^ which are 

not printed in her works, but the reader will meet 

with-io this colledion. 
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POEM S 

BY 

The Honourable Mrs. MONK. 



On P R O V I DsE N C E. 

From FILICAIA. 

AS a kind mother with indulgent eye 
Views her fair charge, and melts with fympathy^ 

And one*s dear face imprints with kifles fweet^ 
One to her bofom clafps, one on her knee, 
Softly fuftains in pleafing dignity. 

And one permits to cling about her feet ; 
And reads their various wants, and each requeft 
In look or adion, or in figh exprefs'd : 
This little fupplicant in gracious ftile 
She anfwers, that flie blefles with a fmile ; 
Or if fhe blames their fuit, or if approves. 
And whether plcas'd or griev'd, yet ftill (he lovcsi 
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With like regard higji Providence divine 

Watches ^cfiionatc p'^r human race. 
One feeds, one comforts, docs to all indinc. 
And each aflifts vi^ith kind parental care j 

Or, once denying us fome ^eedful grjice. 
Only denies to move an ardent pray'r : 

Or, courted for imaginary wants. 

Seems to deny, but in denying grants. 

On the Invention of L E T T E R S. 
From. B R E B EU F. 

TH-E noble art from CaJmustook its rife 
Of painting words, and fpeaking to the eyes : 
He firft in wond'rous ms^ick fetters boimd 
The airy voice, and ftopt the flying found ; 
The various figures by his pencil wrought 
Qave colour^ and a body to the thought* 

S O N E T T O. 

Frm PETRARCH. 

THoughtful alone, thro* barren viraftes I ftray, 
Slow'lingYmg fteps pace out the meafur'd way : 
With jealoiis fear around my eyes I caft. 
To (hun the paths by human footfteps traced. 

Vain are all other coverts to conceal. 
From Gght of men, the torments that I feel : 
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AJifelefs figure, and a joylefs mien 
Difclofe the fire that fmother'd burns within. 

The rocky hills and ftreams that filent flow, ^ 

The groves and dales arc confcious of my woe, > 

And only they the fatal fecret know. J 

But to.howe'er remote a part I rove, 1 

Or pathlefs wafte, or hill, or dale, or grove, > 

Vm ftill perfu'd by my companion. Lore, •* 

S O N E T T O. 

From Monfignor BELLA CAS A. 

O Sleep, thou gentle offspring of ftill night's 
Soft humid fhades ; fick mortals fweet repofe. 
Pleating forgetfulnefs of all the ills 
That human life imbitter and perplex ! 

Aid now my foul, that languifhes, and finds 
No reft \ and eafe my weak and weary limbs : 
Bend hitherwards, O Sleep, thy aery flight. 
And o'er me drop thy dark extended wing. 

Where is that filence, (hy of day and fun. 
And thofe light dreams that with uncertain fteps 
Wav'ring attend on the no£hu-nal walks ? 
Alas ! in vain I thee invoke, in vain 
Court the cool fable fhades : O refHcfs bed 
Fiird full with thorns ! O racking dreadful nights ! 
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S O N R T T O. 

From M AR I N I. 

SOFT Sleep, thou fon of Silence and of Night, 
Parent of wild imaginary forms. 
Thro* whofc dark quiet paths the lover oft 
Straying does haply find his wifli'd-for blifs ; 

Now ev'ry heart, but mine, in (weet repofe 
Slumbers amidft thefe light and aery (hades, 
Foriake diy defer caverns, gentle Sleep, 
Thy pots Pimmiriiffh gloomy as my thoughts. 

Approach me with tfiiy lov'd forgetfulnefs. 
Bring that bright form, w;hereon I joy to gaze. 
Let it fpeak coB^fort to my lone defires. 

fiut if to (ibc the fet^blance of the fair 
In thee*8 deny*d me, I at leaft (hall find 
The imag^ of that death I long to meet. 

From TASSO'« Jerusalem. Lib. XVI 
S T A. XIV. 

SEE how on yonder bu(h 
The virgin rofe 
Breaks from her verdure with a blufh, 
And does but half her charms difclofe. 
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Which lefs difclos'd, die brighter ftill appeal: j 

See how grown bolder ibe difplays 
Her bofom bare, fee how Ihe then decays ; 

No mor&thatflow'r remains, 
Thatflow'r nomorcwhichthoufand nymphs and fwaiiis 

Long'd in their wreaths to wear. 

XV. 
Thus with the day , . 

The bud and bloflbm of our mortal life 
Pafleth away, 
And no glad fpring returns to chear 
Our drooping ear. 
Come then with eager flrife 
Gather your rofes this fair moriiA 
The evening foon your day (huts in 5 . 

Gather your rofes and your heads adorn, 
Whilft you can love, and be belDv'd agauir 

A T A L E. 

A Band of Cupidt ^ other day 
Together met to laugh and play. 
When on a fudden, come, who flies i ^ 

Szys one ^ but whither, t* other cries i i 

Why ? whither, but to Cfa#'s eyes ? ^ J 

Reply'd a third. The wanton crew 
(Like fwarms of httn to rdes) flew 
Around the beauteous CI2M^sikce^ 
And crouded hard to get a place. 
This on her nether Itp does fix, 
Whiia on her check auiotiiet ?CvcVs. 1 
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This fwings upon her flowing hair. 
In her fair eyes a lovely pair 
Of youths ftand with dieir torches lit. 
Two others on her eye-brows fit. 
Each with his bow; amongft the reft 
One miis*d her chin, and on her breaft 
Fell headlong, but, foon looking up, did cry. 
None of youVe got fo good a place as I. 



EPIGRAM. 

COME, Migg^ be quick, and make the bed 
Now tuck the feet, now place the head, 
ril kils you if you don't beftir ye ; 
Quoth Megg^ I can^t abide to hurry. 

OnaROMANTICK LAD 

THIS poring over your Grand Cyrus 
Muft ruin you, and will quite tire us. 
It makes you think, that an affiront *tis» 
Unlefs your lover's an Ormta^ 
And courts you with a paffion frantick. 
In manner and in ftile romantick. 
Now tho' I count myfelf no Zer9^ 
I don't pretend to be an hero. 
Or a by-blow of him that thunder. 
Nor are you one of the fev'n wondexf* 
But a young damfel very pretty. 
And your true name is Miftreis Betty, 



Mrs. MONK. 193 

An EPITAPH on a Gallant Lady. 

O' E R this marble drop a tear. 
Here lies fair Rofalind : ' > 

All mankind was pleafed with her. 
And (he with all mankind. 

ORPHEUS and EURYDICE. 
From the SPANISH of ^UEVEDO. 

T T P O N a time, as poets tell, 
^^ Their Orpheus went down to hdl 
To fetch his wife, nor could he gucfs 
To find her in a likelier place. 

Down he went finging, as they fay, 
And troling ballads all the way ; 
' No wonder that, the reafon's clear^ 
For then he was a widower. 

Timber and ftones with fpeed did fly 
After his noble harmony : 
The felf-fame thing I've feen befall 
The woefurft fcraper of them all. 

To hell he came, and tdd his cafe. 
Torment and pain ftraight quit the place ; 
Each fiend was happy when compar'd 
With fuch a wretched wedded bard. 

He had the luck, with doleful ditty, 
DesifP/u/a to infpirc with pity. 

Vol. II s 
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And got (if you will call it gain. 
And not a plague) his wife again. 
With his petition he comply 'd. 
But him to thefe conditions ty'd, 
That he fhould take, not look upon her r 
Both hard commands to man of honour. 
So on the loving couple went, 
Ij He led her up the fteep afcent j 

■ ► But when the man does downward flray, 

The woman then does lead the way. 

The fond wretch turn'd his head too foon : 
If 'twas on purpofe, *twas well done : 
But if by chance, a hit indeed 
Which did beyond his hopes fucceed. 
Happy's the married wight that e'er 
Comes once to be a widower j 
But twice of one wife to get free. 
Is luck in its extremity. 

This is the firft, laft inftance of this kind, 
No fool will e'er again fuch fortune find. 

SONG. 

TH E budding rofe 
That fmiles on Phoebus' dawning rays j 
Then blufliing glows, 
And her fair bofom wide difplays ; 

Then on the ground 
Scatters her fading honour* round ^ 
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Should teach coy Sylvia this great truth. 
That flie fliould make the beft of youth. 
But the diOainful (he no more 
Is at this emblem mov'd, than at our plaints before, 

EPIGRAM. 
ro C L O E. 

/^ L O E her goffips entertains 

^^ With ftories of her child-bed pains. 

And fiercely againft Hymen rails ; 

But Hymeris not fo much to blame : 

She knows, unlefs her miem'ry fails, . .V 

Before (he'd wed, (he'd much the fam'e. 

VERSES 

JJ^rote on her Death-Bed at Bath, to her Hujband^ 
in London. 

THOU, who doft all my worldly thoughts employ. 
Thou plcafmg fource of all my earthly joy : 
Thou tend'reft hufband, and thou beft of friends. 
To thee this firft, this laft adieu I fend. 
At length the conqu'ror death afferts his right. 
And will for ever veil me from thy fight. 

o ocs me to him with a chearful grace ; 
And not one terror clouds his meagre face. 

S 2 
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He ptomifcs a lading reft from pain 5 

And (hews that all life's fleeting joys arc vain. 

Th* eternal fcenes of heav'n he fets in view. 

And tells me that no other joys are true. 

But love, fond love, would yet refill his powV ; 

Would fain awhile defer the parting hour : 

He brings thy mourning image to my eyes. 

And would obftrudl my journey to the fkies. 

But fay, thou deareft, thou unwearied friend ; 

Say, fhould'ft thou grieve to fee my fdrrows end ? 

Thou know'ft a painful pilgrimage Tvc paft ; 

And (hould'ft thou grieve that reft is come at laft ? 

Rather rejoice to fee me (hake off life, 

And die as I have liv^d, tbffeithfalwife. 
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The Dutchefs of Newcajile, 
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MARGARET, 

Dutchefs of Newcastle. 

WAS born at St. JohriSj near Cokhejier^ in 
EJfexy about the end of the reign of King 
^James I. and was the youngeft daughter of Sir 
Charles Lucas. She had from her infancy an incli- 
nation to learning ; and it is plain, from the un- 
common turn of her compofitions, that (he poflefled 
a wild native genius, which, if duly cultivated, 
might probably have (hewn itfelf to advantage in the 
higher forts of poetry. 

In 1643, (he was made one of the maids of ho- 
nour to the Queen of King Charles I. and when 
that Princefs left England^ this Lady attended her 
to her native country. At Paris (he met with the 
Marquis of NewcaJlU^ then a widower, who was 
married to her in that place, anno 1645. 

The Dutchefs died at London^ anno 1673, and 
was buried in Wejlndnjier-Abhy : where an elegant 
monument is erefted to her memory, on which is 
infcrlbed an epitaph, containing that remarkable 
panegyric on her family, which is taken notice of 
by the Speftator ; A noble family ! for all the brothers 
were yaliant^ and all the fifters virtuous. 
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TheDutchels of Newcastle. 
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MIRTH and MELANCHOLY. 

AS I was mufing by myfelf alone. 
My thoughts brought fev'ral things to work 
upon : 
At laft came two, which diverfly were dreft. 
One Melancholy, t'other Mirth eitprcft ; 
Here Melancholy flood in black array, 
And Mirth was all in colours frefli and gay. 

MIRTH. 
Mirth laughing came, and running to me, flung* 

Her fat white arms about my neck, there hung. 
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EmbracM and kifsM me oft, and ftroak'd my cheek. 

Saying, (he would no other lover feek j 

ril fing you fongs, and plcafe you ev*ry day. 

Invent new fports to pafs the time away ; 

ni keep your heart, and guard it from that thie^ 

Dull Melancholy, Care, or fadder Grief, 

And make your eyes with Mirth to overflow ; 

With fpringing blood your cheeks foon fat (hall grow* 

Your legs fhall nimble be, your body light. 

And all your fpirits, like to birds in flight. 

Mirth fhall digeft your meat, and make you ftrong. 

Shall give you health, and your fliort days prolong ; 

Refufe me not, but take me to your wife ; 

For I fhall make you happy all your life. 

But Melancholy, fhe will make you lean. 

Your cheeks fhall hollow grow, your jaws be fecn ; 

Your eyes fhall buried be within your head. 

And look as pale as if you were quite dead j 

She'll make you flart at ev'ry noife you hear. 

And vifions flrange fhall to your eyes appear; 

Thus would it be, if you to her were wed. 

Nay, better far it were that you were dead. 

Her voibe is low, and gives an hollow found. 

She hates the light, and is in darknefs found 5 

Or fits with blinking lamps, or tapers fmall, 

Which various fhadows make againft the wall. - 

She loves nought elfe but noife, which difcord makes. 

As croaking frogs, whofe dwelling is in lakes j 

The raven's hoarfe, the mandrake's hollow groan. 

And fbneking owls, , yvhich fly i'th' night alone i 
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The tolling bell, which for the dead rings out 5 
A mill, where rufliing waters run about j 
The roaripg winds, which (hak€ the cedars tall. 
Plough up the fcas, and beat the rocks withal. 
She loves to walk in the ftill moon-fhine night. 
And in a thick dark grove (he takes delight ; 
In hollow caves, thatch*d houfes, and low cells. 
She loves to live, and there alone flic dwells* 
Then leave her to herfelf alone to dwell. 
Let you and I in Mirth and Plcafure fwell. 
And drink long lufty draughts from Bacchus* bowly 
Until our brains on vap'rous waves do roll ; 
Let's joy ourfelves in amorous delists ;, 
There's none fo happy as the carpet kni^ts. 

MELANCHOLY. 
Then Melancholy, with fad and fober £ice» 
Complexion paie, but of a comely grace. 
With modeft countenance thus fofdy fpake : 
May I fo happy be your love to take ? 
True, I am dull, yet by me you fliall know 
More of yourfelf, and fo much wifer grow ; 
I fearch the depth and bottom of mankind. 
Open the eye of ignorance that's blind ; 
All dangers to avoid I watch ovith carc^ 
And do 'gainft evils that may come prepare ; 
I hang not on inconftant fortune's wheel. 
Nor yet with unrefolving doubts do reel j 
I fliake not with the terrors of vain fears. 
Nor i$ my mind fill'd with unufeful cares 5 
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I do not fpend my time like idle Mirth, 
Which only happy is juft at her birth \ 
And (eldom lives fo long as to be old, 
' But if (he doth, can no afFeftions hold : 
Mirth good for nothing is, like weeds doth grow. 
Or fuch plants as caufe madnefs, reafon's foe. 
Her face with laughter crumples on a heap. 
Which makes great wrinkles, and ploughs furrows 

deep ; 
Her eyes do water, and her (kin turns red. 
Her mouth doth gape, teeth bare, like one that's dead \ 
She fulfome is, and gluts the fenfes all. 
Offers herfelf, and comes before a call ; 
Her houfe Is built upon the golden fands. 
Yet no foundation has whereon it ftands ; 
A palace 'tis, and of a great refort. 
It makes a noife, and gives a loud report^ 
Yet underneath the roof difafters lie. 
Beat down the houfe, and many kill'd thereby : 
I dwell in groves that gilt are with the fun. 
Sit on the banks by which clear waters run ; 
In fummers hot down in a (hade I He, 
My mufick is the buzzing of a fly ; 
I walk in meadows, where grows frefh green grafe. 
In fields, where corn is high, I often pafs j 
Walk up the hills, where round I profpeSs fee. 
Some brufhy woods, and fome all champalns be \ 
Returning back, I in frefli paftures go 
To hear how Iheep do bleat, and cows do lowe \ 
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In winter cold, when nipping frofts come on. 
Then I do live in a fmall houfe alone ; 
Although 'tis {dain, yet cleanly 'tis within. 
Like to a foul that's pure and clear from iin ; 
And there I dwell in quiet and ftill peace. 
Not fill'd with cares how riches to increafe : 
1 wifli nor fcek for vain and fruitlefs pleafurcs, 
No riches are, but what the mind intreafurcs. 
Thus am I folitary, live alone, 
Yet better lov'd, the more that I am known 5 
And though my face ill-favour'd at iy-ft fight, 
After acquaintance it will give delight. 
Refufe me not, for I (hall conftant be. 
Maintain your credit and your dignity. 

DIALOGUE 

BETWIXT 

PEACE and WAR. 
PEACE. 

WA R makes the vulgar multitude todrintc 
In at the ear, the foul and muddy fink 
Of fa<ftious tales, by which they dizzy grow. 
That the clear fight of truth they do not know. 
But reeling ftand, know not what way to take. 
And when they chufe, 'tis wrong, fo War they make. 

WAR. 

Thou flattVing and moft unjuft Peace, which draws 

The vulgar by thy rhet'rick to Yiw:^ V»w%^ 
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Which makes them filly, and content to be 
To take up voluntary flavery. 
Thou mak'ft great inequalities befide ; 
Some bear like ailes, fome on horfe-back ride. 

PEACE. 
O War, thou cruel enemy to life. 
Unquiet neighbour, breeding always ftrife ; 
Tyrant thou art, to reft wilt give no time. 
And blefled peace thou punifheft as crime ; 
All natural aflfedions are by thee 
Mafiacred, none efcape thy cruelty ; 
The root of all religion thou pull'ft up, 
Doft ev'ry branch of ceremony lop ; 
Civil fociety to manners bafe 
Thou turn'ft, no laws nor cuftoms can get place ; 
Each mind withm itfelf cannot agree. 
But all do ftrive for fuperiority : 
In the whole world thou doft difturbance make. 
To fave themfelves none know what ways to take« 

WAR. 

Peace, thou idle drone, which lov'ft to dwell. 
If it but keep thee (afe, in a poor cell ; 

Thy life thou fleep'ft away, thoughts lazy lie : 
Sloth buries Fame, makes all great actions die. 
PEACE. 

1 am the bed of reft, and couch of eafe. 
My converfation doth all creatures pleafe ; 
The parent I of learning and of arts. 
Religion's nurfe, and comfort to all hearts j 
I am the guardian, virtue fafe do kecp^ 

Under my roof flie may fccurcly (Vee^ \ 
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I am adorn'd with paftimes and with fports. 
Each fcv'ral creature ftill to me reforts. 

WAR. 

A fchool am I, where all men may grow wife ; 
For prudent wifdom in experience lies ; 
A theatre, where noble minds do ftand, 
A mint of lionour, coin'd for valour's hand : 
I am a throne, which is for valour fit, 
And a great court, where royal fame may fit ; 
A field, in which ambition much doth run ; 
Courage ftill feeks me, cowards only fliun. 

Wherein P O E T RY chiefly confifts. 

MO S T of our modern writers now adays, 
Confider not the fancy, but the phrafc ; 
As if fine words were wit, or one fliould fay, 
A woman's handfome, if her cloaths be gay. 
Regarding not what beauty's in the face. 
Nor what proportion doth the body grace ; 
As when her (hoes be high, to fay fhe's tall, 
And when fbc is ftrait lac'd, to fay (he's fipall ; 
When painted, or her hair is curl'd with art. 
Though of itfelf but plam, and her fkin fwart. 
We cannot fay, that from her thanks are due 
To Nature, nor thofe arts in her we view, 
Unlefs (he the* invented, and fo taught 
The world to fet forth that, which is ftark naught j 
But fancy is the eye, gives life to all. 
Words, the complexion, as avi\vvt^^H4^\ 
Vol. U. T 
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Fnncy the form is, flcfh, blood, (kin and bone. 
Words arc but fliadows, fubftancc they have now 
Hut number is the motion, gives the grace. 
And is llic countenance of a wcU-form'd face. 

N A T U R E's COOK.* 

DEATH is the cook of nature, and we find 
Creatures dreft feveral ways to pleafe her mi 
Some Death doth roaft with fevers burning hot. 
And fome he boils with dropfies in a pot^ 
iSomc arc confum'd for jelly by degrees. 
And fome with ulcers, gravy out to fqueeze ; 
Sv>mc, as with herbs, he ftuflS with gouts and pains 
CHhers for tender meat he hangs in chains ; 
Some in the fea he pickles up to keep, 
( )thers he, as fousM brawn, in wine doth ftecp ; 
St^me fieih and bones he with the Pox ch<^ finall. 
And doth a French frtcaflfee make withall ; 
Sivmc on gri J-ir'ns of calentures arc brcnl^d. 
And fome are trodden down, and fo quite IpotlM 
But fome are bakM, when finodier*d they do die^ 
^vnc meat he dodi by heftick tevcrs fiy ; 
\\\ tVvirat ilxmetimes he flews with Gnrory fine!!. 
An hv^ge^ podge of diicafes he hkes wdl ; 

* Th:$ ]Ce«e is tiken fndsi duiz pazt#f this laidy's pi 
^>.2C\ u ca^idei Fanrr. awl is icoBewijc cujjLijg 
rite sKxt jv^esa c£kd 2fl\ oooclades due czri£cB ol 

H03}js aiidaay»\^«^lMe«tt\AQi«nL«aiaajaBLaf 

fe:^xa&u»ccs>. 
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Some brains he drefleth with apoplexy, 
Or fa wee of megrims, fwimming plenteoufly ; 
And tongues he dries with fmoak from ftomachs iJ?, 
Which, as the fccond courfe he fends up ftill ; 
Throats he doth cut, blood puddings for to make. 
And puts them in the guts, which cholicks rack j 
Some hunted are by him for deer, that's red. 
And fome as ftall-fed oxen knock'd o'th' head ; 
Some fing'd and fcal'd for bacon, fecm moft rare. 
When with fait rheum and phlegm they powder'd are. 

WIT. 

GIVE me a wit, whofe fancy's not confined. 
That buildeth on itfelf, with no brain joyn'd ; 
Nor like two oxen yoked and forc'd to draw,^ 
Or like two witnefi^ to one deed in law ; 
But like the fun that needs no help to rife. 
Or like a bird i'th* air which freely flies ; 
For good wits run like parallels in length, 
Need no triang'lar points to give them flrength ; 
Or like the fea which runneth round without. 
And grafps the earth with twining arms about : 
Thus true bom wits to others ftrength may give. 
Yet by their own, and not by others live. 

Thofe verfes ftill to me do feem the beft, 
Where lines run fmooth, and wit's with eafe cxprcft • 
Where fancies flow, as gentle waters glide. 
And flowry banks of rhet'rick on each &&t \ 
Ta 
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Which with delight the readers do invite. 
To read again, wifhing they could fo write 5 
For verfes fhould like to a beauteous face. 
Both in the eye and in the heart take place. 
That readers may, like lovers, wifli to be 
Always in their dear miftrels company. 

The Pastime and Recreation 

o F T H E 

Q^U EEN of FAIRIES in Fairyland, 

The Centre of the EARTH. 

OUEEN Mab, and all her company 
Dance on a ple^ant mole-hill high. 
To fmall ftraw-pipes, wherein great pleafurc 
They take, and keep juft time and meafure ; 
All hand in hand, around, around. 
They dance upon this fairy-ground ; 
And when ike leaves her dancing ball, 
She doth for her attendants call. 
To wait upon her to a bower. 
Where (he doth fit beneath a flower j 
To fliade her from the moon-fhine bright. 
Where gnats do fing for her delight 5 
A dewy waving leafs made fit 
For the Queen's bath, where {he doth fit. 
And h^T white limbs iu beauty, (hew. 
Like a new fallen ftat^ oi tvow •, 
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Her maids do put her garments on. 

Made of the pure light from the fun. 

Which do fo many colours take. 

As various objefts ihadows make : 

Then to her dinner ihe goes ftrait. 

Where Fairies all in order wait j 

A cover of a cpb-web made, 

Is there upon a mufli-room laid ; 

Her ftool is of a thiftle-down. 

And for her cup an acorn's crown. 

Which of ftrong neaar full is fill'd. 

That from fweet flowers is diftill'd j ? 

When din'd, fhe goes to take the air 

In coach, which is a nut-fliell fair j 

The lining foft and rich within. 

Made of a gliftering adder's fkin. 

And there fix crickets draw her faft. 

When fhe a journey takes in hafte j 

Or elfe two kr/t to pace a round. 

And trample on the fairy ground. 

In hawks fometimes fhe takes delight. 

Which hornets are moft fwift in flight j 

Whofc horns inftead of talons will 

A fly, as hawks a partridge, kill. 

But if Ihe will a hunting go. 

Then fhe the lizzard makes the doe. 

Which is fo fwift and fleet in chafe, 

As her flow coach cannot keep pace : 

Then on a grafhopper fhe'l ride. 

And gallop In the forcfl wide ; 

T3 
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Her bow is of a willow branch. 
To (hoot the lizzard on the haunch ; 
Her arrow iharp, much like a blade. 
Of a rofe-mary leaf is made : 
Then home flie's called by the cock. 
Who gives her warning what's o'clock j 
And when the moon doth hide her head. 
Their day is done, fhe goes to bed ; 
Meteors do fcrve, when they are bright. 
As torches do, to give her light ; 
Glow-worms for candles lighted up. 
Stand on her tabic, while flie fup. 
But women, that inconftant kind. 
Can ne'rc fix in one place their mind ; 
i' or (he impatient of long ftay, 
Diivcs t© the upper-earth away. 

The PASTIME 

O F T H E 
Q^U E E N oi FAIRIES^ 

When flie comes upon the Earth out of the Centre. 

THIS lovely, fweet, and beauteous Fairy Qucen^ 
Begins to rife, when Hefperus is feen \ 
For (he is kin unto the God of night, 
Vnto Diana ^ and the ftars (b biv^Kt v 
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And fo to all the reft in fome degrees, 

Yet not fo near relation as to thcfc : 

As for Apolloy flie difclaims him quite. 

And fwears, (he ne'er will come within his light ; 

This makes the cock give notice, as they fay. 

That when he rifes, fhe may go her way ; 

And makes the owl her favourite to be, 

Becaufe Jpollis face Ihe hates to fee : 

For owls do fleep all day, and in the night 

They fhout and hollow, that th' are out of fight ; 

And fo the glow-worm all day hides his head. 

But lights his taper-tail, when he's abed. 

To wait upon the faireft Fairy Queen, 

Whilft fhe is fporting on the meady-green : 

Her paftime only is, when fhe's on earth, 

To pinch the fluts, which make Hobgoblin mirth ; 

Or changes children, while the nurfes fleep. 

Making the father rich, whofe child they keep t 

This Hobgoblin's the Queen of Fairies fool. 

Turning himfelf to horfe, cow, tree, or ftool. 

Or any thing to crofs by harmlefs play. 

As to lead travellers out of their way ; 

To kick down milk-pails, caufe curds not to turn 

To cheefe, or hinder butter in the churn. 

Which makes the farmers wife to fcold and fret. 

That (he can neither cheefe nor butter get ; 

The good-wife fad, fquats down upon a ftool. 

Not at all thinking it was Hob the fool, 

And frowning fits, then Hob gives het a flip. 

And. down ihe falls, whereby (h^ \\\ii\s \v^x 'tC\T^^ 
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Thus many pranks doth Hob play on our ftage. 

With Tom Thumby his companion, the Queen's page 

In this the Queen of Fairies takes delight. 

In fummers even, and in winters night ; 

And when as (he is weary of thefe plays, 

She takes her coach and doth go on her ways. 

Unto her.paradife the center deep. 

Where ibe the ftore-houfe doth of nature keep. 
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Mrs. KATHERINE PHILIPS 
> (The celebrated O R I N D A) 

WAS the daughter of John Fowler ^ Merchant, 
and was born in London in the year 1631. 
She was educated in the prefbyterian principles, 
which her better judgment occafioned her to defcrt. 
About the year 1647, fhe was married to yames 
PhiUps of Cardigan^ Efq; To this gentleman Ihe 
proved an excellent wife, and, by her good manage- 
ment, extricated him from difficulties, which the 
reader will find hinted at in the Iktie piece addrefTed 
to JntenoTj by which name (he always mentions 
hcrhufband. 

Her humility, good nature, and ^reeable con* 
Yeriation endeared her to all her acquaintance ; and 
her elegant writings procured her the friendfhip and 
correfpondcnce of many learned men, and perfons 
of the firft rank in England: and on her going to 
Ireland with thcVifcountefs oiDungannonj her merit 
foon recommended her to the Earls of Ormonde Or-^ 
rerjy Rofcommon^ and many other perfons of diftinc- 
tion. Befides her poems, (he tranflated the Pompey 
and Horace of Corneille, which were both performed 
with great applaufe. The Horace was reprefented 
at court by perfons of quality, to which the Duke 
of Monmouth fpoke the prologue. 

Mrs. Philips died in London of the fmall-pox June 
22, 1664, in the 33d year of her age. Her death 
was lamented by feveral eminent poets, and among 
the reAj by Cowley and RoJcarmMn^ 
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POEMS 

B y 
Mrs. KATHERINE PHILIPS- 

CONTENT. 

To my deareft L U C A S I A. 

CO N T E N T, the falfe world's beft difguifc. 
The fcarch and faftion of the wife. 
Is fo abftrufe and hid in night, 
Thati fike that Fairy Red-Crofs Knight, 
Who treach'rous Falfehood for clear Truth had got, 
Men think they have it when they have it not. 

For courts Content would gladly own. 

But (he ne'er dwelt about a throne : 

And to be flatter'd, rich, and great. 

Are things which do mens fenfes cheat 
But grave experience long fince this did fee 
Ambition and Content would ne'er agree. 
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Some vainer would Content expeil 
From what their bright outfidcs reflet : 
But Aire Content is more divine 
Than to be digg'd from rock or mine : 
And they that know her beauties will confefs 
She needs no luftre from a glitt'ring drefs. 

In mirth fome place her, but fhe fcorns 
Th' affiftance of fuch crackling thorns. 
Nor owes herfelf to fuch thin fport. 
That is fo (harp and yet fo fhort : 
And painters tell us they the fame ftrokes place, 
To make a laughing and a weeping face. 

Others that there are that place Content 
In liberty from government : 
But whomfoe'er paf&ons deprave. 
Though free from (hackles, he's a flave. 
Content and bondage differ only then. 
When wc arechain'd by vices, hot by men. 

Sonje think the camp Content does know. 

And that fhe fits o'th' viilor's brow : 

But in his laurel there is feen 

Often a cyprefs-bough between. 
Nor will Content herfelf in that place give. 
Where noife and tumult and deftruftion live. 

But yet the moft dlfcreet believe 
The fchools this jewel do receive, 
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And thus far's true without difpute. 

Knowledge is ftill the fweeteft fruit. 
But whilft men feek for truth they lofe their peace. 
And who heaps knowledge forrow doth increafc. 

But now fome fullen hermit finiles. 

And thinks he all the world beguiles. 

And that his cell and di(h contain 

What all mankind wifh for in vain. 
But yet his pleafure's foUow'd with a groan. 
For man was never born to be alone. 

Content herfelf beft comprehends 

Betwixt two fouls, and they two friends, 

Whofe cither joys in both are fix'd, 

And multiply'd by being mix'd : 
Whofe minds and interefts are fo the fame ; 
Their griefs, when once imparted, lofe that name 

Thcfe far remov'd from all bold noife. 

And (what is worfe) all hollow joysj 

Who never had a mean dcfign, 

Whofe flame is ferious and divine. 
And calm and even, muft contented be^ 
For they've both union and fociety. 

Then, my Lucafia^ we who have 
Whatever love can give or crave ; 
Who can with pitying fcorn furvey . •»'i«^ 

The trifles which the moft betray j 

Vol. n. u 
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With innocence and pcrfeafricndfliip fir'd. 
By virtue join'd, and by our choice retir'd. 

Whofe mirrors are the chryftal brooks. 
Or elfe each others hearts and looks ; 
Who cannot wifli for other things 
Than privacy and friendfhip brings : 
Whofe thoughts and pcrfons changed and mix'd ar 
Enjoy Content, or elfe the world hath none. 

T O T H E 

QUEEN of INCONSTAN( 

REGINA COLLIER, m Antw^ 

UNworthy, fmce thou haft decreed 
Thy love and honour both flhall bleed. 
My friendfhip could not chufe to die 
In better time or company. 

What thou haft got by this exchange 
Thou wilt perceive, when the revenge 
Shall by thofe treacheries be made. 
For which our faith thou haft betray'd. 

When thy idolaters fhall be 
True to themfelves, and falfe to thee, 
Thou'lt fee that in heart-merchandife. 
Value, not number, makes the price. 
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Live to that day, my innocence 
Shall be my fricndfliip*s juft defence : 
For this is all the world can find. 
While thou wert noble, I was kind. 

The defp'rate game that thou doft play 
At private ruins cannot ftay ; 
The horrid treach'ry of that face 
Will fure undo its native place. 

Then let the Frenchmen never fear 
The vidlory while thou art there : 
For if fins will call judgments down, 
Thou haft enough to ftock the town. 

Againft PLEASURE. 
An ODE. 

TH E R E*s no fuch thin^ as pleafure here, 
'Tis all a perfed cheat. 
Which does but fhine and difappear, . ^ 

Whofe charm is but deceit : 
The empty bribe of yielding fouls. 
Which firft betrays, and then controuls. 

'Tis true^f it looks at diftance fair ; 

But if we do approach. 
The fruit of Soehm will impair. 

And periih at a touch : 

U 2 



220 Mrs. K. PHILIPS. 

It being than in fancy lefe. 

And we expeft more than poflefe. 

For by our pleafures we are cloy'd. 

And fo dcdre is done ; 
Orelfe, like rivers, they make wide 

The channel where they run ; 
And either way true blifs deftroys. 
Making us narrow, or our joys. 

We covet pleafure eafily. 

But ne'er true blifs poflefs ; 
For many things muft make it be. 

But one may m.ake it lefs. 
N.\v, were our (late as we could chufe it, 
'T would be coufum'd by fear to lofe it. 

What art thou tlien,. thou winged air^ 
More weak and fwift than fame ? 

Whofe next fucceflbr is defpair, 
And its attendant fliame. 

Th' experience-prince then reafon haJ, 

Who faid of pleafure, " it is mad." 



I 



The E N CLU I R Y. 

F we no old hiftorian*s name 
Authentick w'dl admit. 
And think all faid of friendfhip's fame 

But poetry or wit : 
Yet what's rever'd by nuivA^ fo ^>xi^ 
Mull be a bright idea futc- 
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But as our immortality 

By inward fenfe wc find, 
Judging that if it could not be. 

It would not be defign'd : 
So here how could fuch copies fall. 
If there were no original ? 

But if truth be in antient fong. 

Or ftory we believe. 
If the inipir'd and graver throng 

Have fcorned to deceive ; 
There have been hearts whofe friendfliip gave 
Them thoughts at once both foft and brave. 

Among that confecrated few. 

Some more feraphick fhade 
Lend me a favourable clue 

Now mifts my eyes invade. 
Why, having fill'd the world with fame, 
Left you fo litde of your flame ? 

Why is't fo difficult to fee 

Two bodies and one mind ? 
And why are thofe who elfe agree 

So differently kind ? 
Hath nature fuch fantaftick art. 
That flie can vary ev'ry heart ? 

Why are the bands of friendihip, ty*d 

With fo remife a knot. 
That by the moft it is defy'd. 

And by the reft forgot ? 

Us . 
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Why do wc ftep with fo light fenfc 
"From friendfhip to indifFercnce ? 

If friendfhip fympathy impart. 

Why this il!-(huffled game, 
That heart can never meet with heart. 

Or flame encounter flame ? 
What does this cruelty create ? 
Is't the intrigue of love or fate ? 

Had friendfliip ne'er been known .w men, 

(The ghoft at laft confefl) 
4'hc world had been a ftranger then 

To all that heav'n pofleft. 
But could it all be here acquir'd. 
Not hcav*n itfelf would be dcfu:*d. 



A C O U N T R Y-L I F E 

HO W facrcd and how innocent 
A Country-life appears. 
How free from tumult, difcontcnt, 
From flattery or fears ! 

This was the firft and happieft life, 

When man enjoy 'd himfelf ; 
Till pride exchanged peace for ftrifcj 

And happinefs for pelf. 
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'Tt^ras here the poets were infpirM, 

Here taught the multitude ; 
The brave they here with honour fir'd. 

And civiliz'd the rude. 

That golden age did entertain 

No paffion but of love ; 
The thoughts of ruling and of gain 

Did ne'er their fancies move. 

None then did envy neighbour's wealth. 

Nor plot to wrong his bed : 
Happy in friendfhip and in health,, 

On roots, notbcafts, they fed. 

They knew no law nor phyfick then, 

Nature was all their wit : 
And if there yet remain to men 

Content, fure this is it. 

What bleflings doth this world afford 

To tempt or bribe dcfire i 
Her courtfhip is all fire and fword. 

Who would not then retire ? 

Then welcome, dcareft folitudc. 

My great felicity ; 
Though fome are pleas'd to call thee rude^ 

Thou art not fo, but we. 
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TTicm that do covet only reft, 

A cottage will fuffice : 
It is not brave to be pofleft 

Of earth, but to defpife. 

Opinion is the rate of things. 
From hence our peace doth flow | 

I have a better fate than kings, 
Becaufe I think it fo. 

When all the ftormy world doth roar 

How unconcern'd am I ? 
I cannot fear to tumble lower 

Who never could be high. 

Secure in thcfe unenvy'd walls 

I think not on the ftate. 
And pity no man's cafe that falls 

From his ambition's height. 

Silence and innocence are fafe; 

A heart that's nobly true 
At all thefe little arts can laugh 

That do the world fubduc. 

While others revel it in ftate, 

Here I'll contented fit. 
And think I have as good a fate 

As wealth and pomp admit. 
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Let fome in courtfhip take delight. 

And to th' Exchange refort ; 
Then revel out a winter's night. 

Not making love, but fport. 

Thefe never know a noble flame, 

'Tis luft, fcorn, or defign : 
While vanity plays all their game. 

Let peace and honour mine. 

When the inviting fpring appears. 

To Hide-Park let them go. 
And hafting thence be full of fears 

To lofe Spring-Garden {how* 

Xet others (nobler) feek to gain 

In knowledge happy fate. 
And others bufy them in vain 

To ftudy ways of ftate. 

But I, refolved from within. 

Confirmed from without. 
In privacy intend to fpin 

My future minutes out. 

And from this hermitage of mine 

I banifh all wild toys. 
And nothing that is not divine 

Shall dare to tempt my joyj. 
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There are below but two things good, 

Friendfhip and Honeftjr, 
And only thofe of alll would 

Afk for felicity. 

In this retir'd and humble feat. 

Free from both war and ftrife, 
I am not fcrc'd to make retreat. 

But chufe to fpend my life. 

T O 

Lsidy ELIZjiBETB BOTL 

Singing a SONG, of which ORIh 
was the Aut hor. 

(^tJBDUING fiir! whatwlll youwin 
i^ To ufe a needlefs dart ? 
Why then fo many to take in 
One undefended heart ? 

I came exposed to all your charms, 
'Gainft which, the jfirft half hour 

I had no will to take up arms. 
And in the next no pow'r. 

How can you chufe but win the day ? 

Who caa refift your fiege ? 
Who in one a^on know tYi^ vivf 
To van^iiifh and obUfi^ ) 
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Your voice which can in melting ftrains 

Teach beauty to be blind. 
Confines me yet in ftronger chains. 

By being foft and kind. 

Whilft you my trivial fancy fing» 

You itto wit refine, 
As leather once ftamp'd by a king 

Became a current coin* 

By this my verfe is fure to gain 

Eternity with men. 
Which by your voice it will obtain^ 

Though never by my pen* 

Vd rather in your favour live 

Then in a lafting name. 
And a much greater rate would g^ve, 

For happineis then &me. 

On the WELCH LANGUAGE. 

T F honour to an ancient name be due. 

Or riches challenge it for one that's new. 
The Britijh language claims in. either fenfe. 
Both for its age, and for its opulence. 
But all great things muft be from «s removed. 
To be with higher reverence belovM. 
So landfkips which in profpe£b diftant lye. 
With greater wonder draw the plcafcd eye* 
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Is not great Trey to one dark ruin hurl'd ? 
Once the fam'd fcene of all the fighting world. 
Where's Jthens now, to whom Rome learning owes, 
And the fafe lawrels that adorn'd her brows ? 
A ftrangc reverie of fate fhe did endure. 
Never once greater, than fhe*s now obfcure. 
E'en Rcme herfelf can but fome footfteps fliow 
Of Scipio^s times, or thofe of Ciaro. 
And as the Roman and the Grecian ftate. 
The Britijb fell, the fpoil of time and fate. 
But though the language hath the beauty lofli 
Yet (he has ftill fome great remains to boaft. 
For 'twas in that, the facred bards of old. 
In deathlefs numbers did their thoughts unfold. 
In groves, by rivers, and on fertile plains, 
They civiliz'd and taught the lift'ning fwains ; 
Whilft with high raptures, and ^ great fuccefs. 
Virtue they cloath*d in mufick's charming drefs. 
This Merlin fpoke, who in his gloomy cave, 
Ev'n deftiny herfelf fecm'd to enflave. 
For to his fight the fiiture time was known. 
Much better than to others is their own : 
And with.fuch ftate, prediftions from him fell. 
As if he did decree, and not foretell. 
This fpoke king Arthur , who, if fame be true,^ 
Could have compell'd mankind to fpeak it too* 
In this once Boadicia valour taught. 
And fpoke more nobly than her foldiers fought : 
Tell me what hero could do more than flie, *= 
Who fell at once for fame and liberty ? 
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Nor could a greater facrifice belong. 

Or to her childrens, or her country's wrong. 

This fpoke CaraSfacus^ who was fo brave. 

That to the Roman fortune check he gave : 

And when their yoke he could decline no more. 

He it fo decently and nobly wore, 

That Rome herfelf with bluflies did believe, 

A Briton would the law of honour give ; 

And haftily his chains away fhe threw. 

Left Rome's own captive fliould Rome'% felf fubdue- 

The VIRGIN* 

TH E things that make a virgin pleafe. 
She that feeks, will find them thefe ; 
A beauty, not to art in debt. 
Rather agreeable than great ; 
An eye, wherein at once do meet. 
The beams of klndnefs, and of wit ; 
An undiflembled innocence. 
Apt not to give, nor take offence : 
A converfation, at once, free 
From paffion, and from fubtlety j 
A face that's modeft, yet ferene, 
A fober, and yet lively mien ; 
The virtue which does her adorn. 
By honour guarded, not by fcorn ; 
With fuch wife lowlinefj indu*d. 
As never can be mean, or rude ; 
Vol. U. X 
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That prudent negligence enrich. 
And times her filence and her fpeech j 
Whofe equal mind does always movC) 
Neither a foe, nor flave to love j 
And whofe religion's ftrong and plain, 
fioi fuperftitious, nor profane. 

Againft LOVE. 

TT E N C E Cupi/i with your cheating toys, 
•*• -■" Your real griefs, and painted joys. 
Your pleafure which it fclf deftroys. 

Lovers like men in fevers burn and rave. 
And only what will Injure them do crave. 
Mens weaknefs makes love fo fevere. 
They give him power by their fear, - 
And make the (hackles which they wear. 
Who to another does his heart fubmit. 
Makes his own idol, and then worfliips it. 
Him , whofe heart is all his own. 
Peace and liberty does crown, 
He apprehends no killing frown. 

He feels.no raptures which are joys difeas'd. 
And is not much tranfported, but ftill pleas'd. 

To my ANTEN0R,'A&7rri& 16, 1660-1. 



M 



Y dear Anterior now give o'er. 
For my fake talk of graves no more. 



Mrs. K. P H I L I P S. 231 

Death is not in our power to gain, 

And is both wifli'd and fear'd in vain. 

Let's be as angry as we will, 

Grief fooner may diftraft than kill, 

And the unhappy often prove 

Death is as coy a thing as love. 

Thofe whofe own fword their death did give. 

Afraid were or afliam'd to live ; 

And by an ad fo defperate. 

Did poorly run away from fate ; 

'Tis braver much t' out-ride the florm. 

Endure its rage and fliun his harm ; 

Affli(SHon nobly undergone, 

More greatnefe fliews than having none. 

But yet the wheel in turning round, 

At laft may lift us from the ground. 

And when our fortune's moft fevere. 

The lefs we have, the lefs we fear. 

And why fliould we that grief permit. 

Which can nor mend nor fhorten it ? 

Let's wait for a fucceeding good, 

Woes have their ebb as well as flood : 

And fince the parliament have refcu'd you. 

Believe that providence will do fo too. 

X 2 
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TENDRES DESIRS, 

From French Profe, 

GO foft defires, Jove's gentle progeny. 
And on the heart of charming Sylvia feize^ 
Then quickly back again return to me. 

Since that's the only cure for my difeafc ; 
But if you mifs her breaft whom I adore. 
Then ^ke your flight, and vifit mine no mor^ 



POEMS 
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Mrs. LiETITIA PILKINGTON; 



X3 



Mrs. P I L K I N G T O N 

WAS daughter to Dr. 'Jdhn Van LewiHy and 
was bom in Dublin in the year 1 712. Sic 
had a lively genius, and a natural turn to poetiy, 
which qualifications very early gained her the friend- 
Ihip of Dr. Swifts and feveral other perfons of learn- 
ing and diilindion in Ireland. But as this Lady has 
been her own biographer, we fhall refer the curious 
reader, for further particulars concerning her, to 
her own Memoirs : and fhall only obfervc, Aat it 
is a pity this Lady was not blefs'd with difcretion) 
and, we may add, good fortune, in fomc propor- 
tion to her genius. 
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B Y 

Mrs. LiETITIA PILKJNGTON. 

The PETITION of the BIRDS 

To Mr. PILKINGTON, 

On his Return &om Shooting. 

AHfliepherd, gcnde (hcpherd, fparc 
Us plum'd inhabitants of air^ 
That hop, and inoffenfive rove 
From tree to tree, from grove to grove. 
What phrenzy has poffeft your mind ? 
To be deftrudlive of your kind ? 
Admire not if we kindred claim. 
Our fepVate natures are the fame \ 
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To each of us thou ow'ft a part, 
. To grace thy perfon, head, or heart ; 
The chafte, the fond, the tender Dove, 
Inspires thy breaft with pureft love 5 
The tow'ring Eagle claims a part 
la thy courageous, gen'rous heart ; 
On tiiee the Finch beftow'd a voice. 
To bid the raptur'd foul rejoice ; 
The Hawk has giv'n thee eyes fo bright. 
They kindle love and foft delight ; 
Thy fnowy hue and graceful mien 
May in the ftately Swan be feen ; 
The Robin's plumes afford the red. 
Which thy foft lips suid cheeks befpread ; 
Thy filial piety and truth 
The Stork beftow'd to crown thy youth. 
Did we thefe fev'ral gifts beftow. 
To give perfeftion to a foe ? 
Did we fo many virtues give. 
To thee too fierce to let us live ? 
Sufpend your rage, and cv'ry grove 
Shall echo fongs of grateful love. 
Let pity footh and fway your mind. 
And be the Phoenix of mankind. 

Dehilkj the Seat of the Rev. Dr. Dj^l a 

HAIL, happy Dehille ! blifsful feat » 
The Mufe's beft belov'd retreat ! 
With profpefts large and unconfin'd 5 ^ 

Bk& emblem of thdx ma&Ri'^ m\iA\ 
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Where fragrant gardens, painted meads. 
Wide op'ning walks, and twilight fhades, 
Infpiring fccnes ! elate the heart ? 
Nature improvM, and rais'd by art ; 
So paradifc delightful fmil'd. 
Blooming, and beautifully wild. 

Thrice happy fage, who fafe retir'd, 
By heav'n and by the mufe infpir'd ; 
In polifli'd arts, or lays fublime. 
Or God-like afts employ your time. 
Here nature's beauties you explore. 
And fearching her myfterious ftorc. 
Through all her operations find 
The image of the fov'reign mind. 
And in each infe£t, plant and flowV, 
Contemplate the creating pow'r : 
Nor is thy love of him alone 
In fruitlefs fpeculation fhewn; 
Through life you happily exert. 
The chriftian virtues of your heart ; 
To give new fchemes of culture birth. 
And blcfs and beautify the earth ; 
To raife th' affli£led from dcfpair. 
And make the friendlefs wretch thy care : 
To thee the higheft Wife is given, 
A foul to praife, and copy heav'n. 
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To the Rev. Dr. S fT I F 
On his BIRTH-DAY. 



WH I L E I the God.like men of old. 
In admiration wrapt, behold, 
Rcver'd antiquity explore. 
And turn the long-liv'd volumes o'er; 
Where CatOy Plutarchy Flaccus {hine 
In ev'ry excellence divine j 
I grieve, that our degenVate days 
Produce no mighty fouls like thefe ; 
Patriot, philofopher, and bard, 
Are names unknown, and feldom heard. 
Spare your refle^on, Phtehus cries, 
'Tis as ungrateful as unwife ; 
Can you complain this facred day. 
That virtues, or that arts decay ? 
Behold in Stvift reviv'd appears. 
The virtues of unnumber'd years ; 
Behold in him with new delight. 
The patriot, bard, and fage unite ; 
And know, lerne in that name 
Shall rival Greece and Rome in fame. 
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The STATUES: 

O R, 

The TRIAL of CONSTANCY. 

A TALE. 

For the L AD IE S. 

T N a fair ifland in the fouthern main, 
■*• Bleft with indulgent fkics and kindly raii^, 
A princefs liv'd, of origin divine. 
Of bloom celeftial, and imperial line. 

In that fweet feafon, when the mounting fun 
Prepares with joy his radiant courfe to run 5 
Led by the Graces, and the dancing Hours, 
And wakes to life the various race of flow'rs ; 
The lovely Queen forfook her fhining court, ' 
For rural fcenes, and healthful fylvan fport. . 

It fo befel, that as in chearful talk 
Her nymphs and (he perfu'd their ev'ning walk 9 
On the green margin of the oozy deep. 
They found a graceful youth diflblv'd in fleep, 
Whofe charms the-Queen furvey'd with fond delight, 
And hung enamour'd o'er the pleafmg fight : 
By her command the youth was ftrait convey'd. 
And, flceping, foftly in her palace UvA. 
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Now ruddy morning purpled o'er the fkies^ 
And beamy light unfeal'd the ftranger's eyes> 
Who cryM aloud, ye Gods, unfold this icene ! 
Where am I ! what can all thefe wonders mean? 

Scarce had he fpoke, when with officious care, 
Attendant nymphs a fragrant bath prepare ; 
He rofe, he bath'd, and on hb lovely head 
Ambrofial fweets, and precious oil they (hed : 
To deck his poliih'd limbs, a robe they brought. 
In all the various dyes of beauty wrought : 
TTien led him to the Queen, who on a throne 
Of burnifh'd gold, and beamy diamonds fhone : 
But oh ! what wonder feiz'd her beauteous gueft ! 
What love, what extafy, his foul pofTeft ! 
Entranc'd he flood, and on his faltVing tongue 
Imperfed words, and half-form'd accents hung : 
Nor lefs the Queen the blooming youth admir'd, 
Nor lefs delight and love her foul infpir'd. 

O ftranger ! laid the Queen, if hither driven 
By adverfe winds, or fent agueft from heav'n. 
To me the wretched never fue in vain. 
This fruitful ifle acknowledges my reign ; 
Then fpeak thy wiflies, and thy wants declare. 
And no denial (hall attend your pray'r ; 
She paus'd and blufh'd, — the youth his filence broke, 
And kneeling thus the charming Queen befpoke : 

O Goddefs ! for a form fo bright as thine 
Speaks thee defcended of celeftial line ; 
Low at your feet a proftrate King behold, 
Whok faithlefe {ubjefta fold hU Ufc for gold j 
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I fly a cruel tyrant's lawlefs hand. 
And (hipwreck drove my veflel on your ftrand. 
But why do I complain of fortune's frowns ? 
Or what are title, honours, fceptres, crowns. 
To this fweet moment ? while in fond amaze 
On fuch trahfporting excellence I gaze ! 
Such fymmetry of fhape ! fo fair a face ! 
Such finifh'd excellence, fuch perfeS grace f 
Hear then my only wifh, and oh ! approve 
The ardent pray'r which fupplicatcs thy love. 

From Neptune know, O Prince, ifty birth I claim. 
Replies the Queen, and Lucidd*s my name : 
This ifland, thefe attendant nymphs he gave. 
The fair-hair'd daughters of the azure wave ! 
But he whofe fortune gains me for a brid« 
Muft have his conftancy feverely try'd. 
One day each moon am I compell'd to go 
To my great father's wat'ry realms below. 
Where coral groves celeftial red difplay. 
And blazing di'monds emulate the day ; _ 
In this (hort abfence if your love endures. 
My heart and empire arc for ever your* 5 
And hoary Neptune^ to reward your truth. 
Shall crown you with immortal bloom and youth s 
But inftant death will on your falfehood wait^ 
Nor can my tendernefs prevent your fiate. 
Twice twenty times in wedlock's facred band. 
My royal father join'd my plighted hand ; 
Twice twenty noble youths, alas ? are dead. 
Who in my abfence ftain'd the nuptial be4 % 

Vol. IL Y 
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Your virtues, Prince, may claim a nobler throne^ 
But mine is yielded on thefe terms alone. 

Delightful terms ! reply'd the raptur*d youths 
Accept my conftancy, my endlefs truth. 
Perfidious, faithlefs men ! enrag'd, he cry*d» 
They merited the fate by which they dy'd i 
Accept a heart incapable of change. 
Thy beauty fkall forbid defure to range ; 
No other form (hall to mine eye feem fair. 
No other voice attrad my lift'ning ear> 
No charms but thine (hall e>r my (bul approve. 
So aid thy vot'ry, potent God of Love ! 

Now loud applaufes through the palace ring. 
The duteous fubje£b hail their God«like King : 
To feaftful mirth they dedicate the day. 
While tuneful voices chant the nuptial lay. 
Love ditty'd airs, hymn*d by the vocal quire. 
Sweetly attemper'd to the warbling lyre ^ > 
But when the fun defcending fought the main. 
And low-brow'd night afliunM her filent reign ; 
They to the marriage-bed convey'd the bride. 
And laid the raptured bridegroom by her fide. 

Now rofe the fun, and with aufpicieus ray 
DifpelPd the dewy mifts, and gave the day j 
When Luciday with anxious care oppreis'd. 
Thus wak'd her fleeping lord from downy reft : 

Soul of my foul, and monarch of my heart. 
This day, fhe cry*d, this fatal day we part; 
Yet if your love uninjur'd you retain. 
We foon ihali meet in happinefs again. 
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To part no more 5 but rolling years employ 
In circling blifs, and never-fading joy : 
Alas ! my boding foul is loft in woe, 
And from mine eyes the tears unbidden flow. 

Joy of my life, difinifs thofe needlefs fears, 
Reply'd the King, and ftay thofe precious tears ; 
Should lovely Venus leave her native jfky. 
And at my feet, imploring fondncfs, lie. 
E'en fhe, the radiant Queen of foft defu'cs. 
Should, difappointed, burn with hopelefs fires. 

The heart of man the Queen's experience knew 
PerjurM and falfe, yet wifti'd to find him true : 
She figh'd retiring, and in regal ftate. 
The King condufb her to the palace gate ; 
Where facred Neptunis chryftal chariot ftands. 
The wond'rous work of his ccleftial hands : 
Six harnefsM fwans the bright machine convey 
Swift through the air, or pathlefc wat'ry way ; 
The birds with eagle-fpeed the air divide. 
And plunge the Goddefs in the founding tide. 

Slow to the court the penfive King returns. 
And fighs in fecret, and in filence mourns ; 
So in the grove fad Philomel complains 
In mournful accents, and melodious ftrains : 
Her plaintive woes fill the rcfounding lawn. 
From ftarry Vefper to the rofy dawn. 

The King, to mitigate his tender pain^ 
Seeks the apartment of the virgin train. 
With fportive mirth fad abfcnce to beguile. 
And bid the melancholy moments finile % 
Y 1 
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£ut there deferted lonely rooms he found, 
~ And folitary filence rcign'd around. 

He call*d aloud, when, lo ? a hag appears. 
Bending beneath deformity and years. 
Who faid, my Liege, explain your facred wiH, 
With joy your fovVcign purpofe I fullfil. 
My will J detefted wretch ! avoid my fight. 
And hide that hideous ibape in endlefs night* 
What ! docs thy Queen, o'er-run with rude diftnift, 
Rcfolve by force to keep a hufband juft ? 

You wrong, rcply'd the hag, your royal wife, 
Whofe care is love^ and love to guard your life. 
The race of mortals are by nature frail. 
And ftrong temptations with the beft prevail. 
Be that my care, he faid, be thine to fend 
The virgin train, let them my will attend. 

The beldam fled — ^The chearful nymphs advanf^ 
And tread to meafur*d airs the mazy dance ; 
The raptur'd Prince with greedy eye furveys 
The blooming maids^ and covets ftill to gaze ; 
No more recalls the image of his fpoufe ; 
How falfe is man ! nor recoiled his vows ; 
With wild inconfbmcy for all he burns. 
And ev'ry nymph fubdues his heart by turns. 

At length a maid, fuperior to the refl, 
Array'd in fmiles, in virgin beauty drefl, 
Receiv'd hifi paiEon, and retum'd his love. 
And foftly woo'd him to the filent grove. 

EnclosM in deepeft fhades of full-grown wood. 
Within the grove a fpacious grotto flood. 
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Where forty youths in marble feem to mourn. 
Each youth reclining on a fun'ral urn : 
Thither the nymph direds the monarch's way. 
He treads her footfteps, joyful to obey. 
There, fir*d with paffion, clafp'd her to his breaft. 
And thus the tranfport of his foul confels'd. 

Delightful beauty ! deck'd with ev'ry charm 
High fancy paints ! or glowing love can form ! 
I figh, I gaze, I tremble, I adore ! 
Such lovely looks ne'er bleft my fight before ! 
Here, under covert of th' imbow'ring fhade. 
For love's delights and tender tranfports made. 
No bu/y eye our raptures to detefl:. 
No envious tongue to cenfure or direft ; 
Here yield to love, and tenderly employ 
The filent feafon in extatic joy. 

With arms enclos'd, his treafure to retain. 
He figh'd and woo'd, but woo'd and figh'd in vain : 
She rufti'd indignant from his fond embrace. 
While rage with blufhes paints her virgin face ; 
Yet ftill he fues with fuppliant hands and eyes. 
While (he to magic charms for vengeance flies. 

A limpid fountain iflurmur'd through the cave ; 
She fiird her palm with the tranflucent wave. 
And fprinkling cry'd, receive, falfeman, in time. 
The juft reward of thy detefted crime. 
Thy changeful fex in perfidy delight, 
Defpife perfeftion, and fair virtue flight, 
Faife, fickle, bafe, tyrannic, and unkind, 
Whofe hearts, nor vows can chain, nor honour binJ : 

v 3 
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Mad to poflefs) by paffion blindly led ; 
And then as mad to ftain the nuptial bed : 
Whofe roving fouls no excellence, no age^ 
No form, no rank, no beauty, can engage ; 
Slaves to the bad, to the deferving worft. 
Sick of your twentieth love, as of your firft. 
The ftatues, which this hoUowM grot adorn^ 
Like thee were lovers, and like thee forfwom ; 
Whofc faithlefs hearts no kindnefs could fecure^ 
Kor for a day preferve their paffion pure ; 
Whom neither love nor beauty could reftrain. 
Nor fear of endlefs infamy and pain. 
In m& behold thy Qiiecn ; for know with cafe 
We deities afiumc each form we pleafe j 
Nor can the feeble ken of mortal eyes 
Perceive the Goddefe through the dark diiguife. 
Now feel the force of heav'n's avenging hand. 
And here inanimate for ever ftand. 

She fpoke— Amaz'd the lift'ning monarch ftood> 
And icy horror froze his ebbing blood j 
Tliick (hades of death upon his eyelids creep. 
And clos*d them faft in everlafting fleep j 
No fenfe of life, no motion he retains. 
But fix'd, a dreadful monument remains ; 
A Statue now, and if reviv'd once more, 
Would prove, no doubt, as perjur'd as before. 



o 
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C A R T E BLANCHE. 

Spotlefs paper, fair and white ! 



On whom, by force, conftrain'd I write, 
How cruel am I to deftroy 
Thy purity to pleafe a boy ? * 
Ungrateful I, thus to abufe 
The faireft fervant of the Mufe. 
Dear friend, to whom I oft impart 
The choiceft fecrets of my heart. 
Ah, what atonement can be made 
For fpotlefs innocence betray'd ? 
How fair, how lovely didft thou fhow. 
Like lilly'd banks, or falling fhow ! 
But now, alas, become my pwy. 
No floods can wafh thy ftains away. 
Yet this fmall comfort I can give. 
That which deftroy'd (hall make thee live. 

Sent with a Qj[J i l l to Dr. S WIF T, 

Upon hearing he had received a Book and 
Stand-Dish. 

SHALL then my kindred all my glory daim, 
And boldly rob me of eternal fame ? 

* My brother teized me one evening taiwitc fome verfe 
as a fchool-exercife for him, I alked him what I fliould 
write upon ; why, faid he pertly, what ihould you write 
upon but the paper ? fo taking it for my fubjed, I wrote 
th^ Following lilies. 
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Tb cv*ry art my gcn'rous aid I lend. 
To muftck, painting, poetry, a friend. 
•Tis I celeftial harmony infpirc, 
• When fixM to ftrikc the fweetly warbling i 
I to the faidifiil canvafs have cx)niign'd 
Each bright idea of the painter's mind ; 
Behold from RaphaiFs (ky-dipt pencils rife. 
Such hcav'nly fcenes as charm the gazer's eye 
O let me now afpire to higher praife ! 
Ambitious to tranfcribe your deathlefs lays ; 
Nor thou, immortal bard, my aid refufe. 
Accept me as the fervant of your mufe ; 
Tlien (hall the world my wondroUs worth d< 
And all mankind your matchlefs Pen revere. 

ODE 

In Imitation of H R A C 

I Envy not the proud their wealth. 
Their equipage and ftate ; 
Give me but innocence and health, 
I alk not to be great. 

I in this fweet retirement find 

A joy unknown to kings, 
For fceptres to a virtuous mind 

Seem vain and empty things, 

♦ Quillsof the Harpfichord. 
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Great Cincinnatus at his plough. 

With brighter luftre fhone. 
Than guilty Cafar e'er could (heWf 

Though featcd on a throne. 

Tumultuous days, and reftleis nights, 

Ambition ever knows, 
A ftranger to the calm delights 

Of ftudy and repofe. 

Then free from envy, care, and ftrife. 

Keep me, ye pow'rs divine ; 
And plcas'd, when ye demand my life. 

May I that life reiign* 

MEMORY. 

IN what recedes of the brain. 
Does this amazing pow'r remain. 
By which all knowledge we attain ? 

What art thou. Memory ? what tongue can tell. 
What curious artift trace thy hidden cell. 
Wherein ten thoufand difPrent objedb dwell ? 

Surprifing ftore-houfe ! in whofe narrow womb, 
All things, the paft, prefent, and to come. 
Find ample fpace, and large and mighty room. 

O falfely deem'd the foe of facred wit ! 
Thou, who the nurfe and guardian atl olvt. 
Laying it up till ieafon due and fit. 
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Then proud the wond'rous treafure to prodace. 
As underftanding points it, to conduce 
Either to entertainment, or to ufe. 

Nor love, nor holy friendfhip, without thcc. 
Could ever of the leaft duration be ; 
Nor gratitude, nor truth, nor piety. 

Where thou art not, the chearlefs human mind 
Is one vaft void, all darkfome, fad and blind -, 
No trace of any thing remains behind. 

The facred ftores of learning all are thine ; 
*Tis only thou record'ft the faithful line j 
'Tis thou mak'ft human-kind almoft divine. 

And when at length we quit this mortal fcene, 
Thouftill fhalt with our tender friends remain. 
And time and death (hall ftrike at thee in vain. 

Lord, let me fo thb wond'rous gift employ. 

It may a fountain be of endlefs joy. 

Which time, nor accident, may ne'er deftroy. 

Still let my faithful Memory impart. 
And deep engrave it on my grateful heart. 
How juft, and good, and excellent thou art^ 
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ADVICE 

) the PEOPLE of DUBLIN, 
1 their Choice of a RECORDER. 



S there a man, whoTe fixM and fteady ibul 

No flatt'ry can feduce, no fear controul ; 

nftant to virtue, refolutely juft, 

ue to his friend, his country, and his truft; 

Ice Tulfyi guardian of the Roman ftate^ 

patriot, lawyer, orator complete ; 

fuch there be, O ! let your noble zeal 

Ivance him to defend the public weal. 

Painters and poets are in this alike, 

ean artifts oft a flrong refemblance ftrike ; 

id who can this unfiniih'd pi£lure fee. 

It owns, O Stannard! it was drawn for thee. 

To S r R E P H 6 N. 

Written for a L A D Y to her L O V ER. 

3 E H O L D the fpring in frcfh attire, 
-* Gay blooming feafon of defire, 
/ith fragrant breath falutes the grove, 
waking nature, joy and love ; 
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The woods in verdant beauty drefs'd. 
Have her enlivening pow'r confeis'd. 
What means this coldnefs in your breaft ? 
Not all the kindly warmth in mine 
Can thaw that frozen heart of thine. 
Go then, Inconftant, go, and rove. 
Forget thy vows, negleft thy love 5 
Some fenfeleis, taftelefs, girl purfue. 
Bought fmiles befit fuch fwains as you ; 
While for the worft I fee you change. 
You give me a complete revenge, 

QUEEN M^B to POLLIC 

THE Queen of the Fairies this fummons does f! 
To Pollio^ her counfellor, coufin, suid frien 
We order you here to attend us to-night. 
We revel by moon-light with pomp and delight ! 
Our grove we illuminate, glorious to fee. 
With glittering glow-worms begemming each tree 3 
We'll drink up the dew that impearls the fweet flow' 
And in circling joys fpend our circling hours. 
If you fail in attendance, by my fceptre I fwear. 
My Fairies (hall bring you by force through the air* 
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The SEVENTH ODE 

O F T H E 

Third Book of HORACE paraphrafed. 

Written in the Abfence of her Husband* 

^ijjlesy Afteria? 

ASTERIA, why will you confume 
In fighs and tears your rofy bloom ? 
No more your youthful hufband mourn^ 
Jij He foon fhall to your arms return : 
Propitious winds (hall waft him o'er, 
Enrich'd from Britam's fruitful fhore. 
2= In vain the nymphs difplay thdr charms, 
^ To win him to their longing arms : 

Though ftrong temptations court the youth, 
Doub^<nothis conftancy and truth; 
They fix'd as rocks unmov'd remain, 
c; Whil6 winds and waves afTault in vziiu 
» You omy teach his foul to know 
The fecret pang, the tender woe j 
For you he feels a thoufand fears, 
^' And oft bedews his couch with tears. 
Ah ! then in kind return beware, 
. Left tempting words your heart eiiihare; 
Avoid the dufk and fllent (hade. 
Nor heed the plaintive ferenade ; 
i Vol. n. Z 
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Let prudence, that unerring guide, 
O'er ev'ry thought and aft prefide j 
So fhall your faith and virtue prove 
Worthy his matchlels truth and love. 

CONSOLATORY VERS 

To her Husband. 

^^ O more, lov'd partner of my foul, 
^^ At difappointments grieve. 
Can flowing tears our &te controul. 
Or fighs our woes relieve ? 

Advcrfity is virtue's fchool 

To thofe who right difcern ; 
Let us obferve each painful rule. 

And each hard leilbn learn. 

when wintry clouds obfcure the flcy. 

And heav'n and earth deform, 
If fix'd the ftrong foundations lie, 

The caftle braves the ftorm. 

Thus fixM on faith's unfailing rock. 

Let us endure awhile 
Misfortune's rude, impetuous ihock. 

And glory in our toil. 

Ill fortune cannot always laft. 
Or though it (hould remain. 
Yet we each painful moment hafte 
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Where calumny no more fhall wound. 

Nor faithlefs friends deftroy, ' 
Where innocence aind truth are crown'd 

With never-fading joy. 

SORROW. 

'1X7 H I LE funk in deepeft folitude and woe, 

^ ^ My ftreaming eyes with ccafeJefe forrow flow, 
While anguifli wears the fleeplcfs night away, 
And frefher grief awaits returning day ; 
EncompafTed round with ruin, want and fhame, 
Undone in fortune, blafted in my fame ; 
Loft to the foft endearing ties of life. 
And tender names of daughter, mother, wife i 
Can no receis from calumny be found i 
And yet can fate infli£t a deeper wound ! 

As one who, in a dreadful tempeft tofs*d. 
If thrown by chance upon fome defert coaft, 
Calmly awhile furveys the fatal Ihorc, 
And hopes that fortune can infli6^ no more ^ 
Till fome fell ferpent makes the wretch his prey. 
Who 'fcap'd in vain the dangers of the fea i 
So I who hardly 'fcap'd domeftic rage. 
Born with eternal forrows to engage. 
Now feel the pois'nous force of fland'rous tongues. 
Who daily wound me with envenom'd wrongs. 

Shed then a ray divine, all gracious heav'n, 
Pardon the foul that fues to be forgiven, 
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T*hough cruel human-kind rdentleft prove» 
And lead refemble thee in a(3s of love ; 
Though friends who fhould adminifler relief^ 
Add pain to woe, and mifery to grief. 
And oft ! too oft ! with hypocritic air. 
Condemn thofe faults in which they deeply Ihare : 
Yet thou who doft our various frailties know> 
And fec'ft each fpring from whence our anions floWi 
Shalt, while for mercy to thy throne I Ry^ 
Regard the lifted hand and ftreaming ejre. 

Thou didft the jarring elements compoiC) 
When this harmonious univerfe arofe ; 
O fpeak the tempeft of the foul to peace. 
Bid the tumultuous war of paffion ceafe ; 
Receive me to thy k'md paternal care, . 
And guard me from the horrors of defpair. 
And fmce no more I boaft a mother's name. 
Nor in my children can a portion claim. 
The helplefs babes to thy proteftion take. 
Nor punifli for their haplefs fflkother's lake. 

Thus the poor bird, when frighted from her ncfl^ 
With agonizing love, and grief diftrefs'd. 
Still fondly hovers o'er the much-loy'd place. 
Though ftrengthlefs, to protedlher tender race ; 
In piercing notes Ihe movingly complains. 
And tells the unattending woods her pains. 

♦ And thou, my foul's once fondeft, deareftpart, 
Who fchem'd my ruin widi fudi cruel art, 

* Mem. My Hufband, who was then fuing for a dwncc. 
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From human laws no longer feek to find 

A pow'r to loofe that knot which God has joined. 

The props of life are rudely puU'd away. 

And the frail building falling to decay, 

Tily death fhall give thee thy dcfir'd releafe, 

And lay me down in everlafting peace. 

A S O N G. 

STELLA, darling of the Mufes, 
Fairer than the blooming fpring 5 
Sweeteft theme the poet chufes, 
V7hen of thee he ftrives to fing- ^ 

While my foul with wonder traces 

All thy charms of face and mind. 
All the beauties, all the graces 

Of the fex in thee 1 find. 

Love, and joy, and admiration. 

In my breail alternate rife 9 
Words no more can paint my paffion. 

Than the pencil could thine eyes- 

Lavifh nature thee adorning. 

O'er thy lips and cheeks hath fprcad. 
Colours that might (hame the morning. 

Smiling with celeftial red. 
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Would the Gods, in bicft condition. 
Our requefts indulgent view, / 

Sure each mortal's firft petition 
Would be to refcmblc you. 

A SONG. 

LYING is an occupation 
Us*d by all who mean to rife ; 
Politicians owe their ftation 
But to well-concerted lyes. 

Thefe to lovers give affiftance 

To cnfnare the fair one's heart ; 
And the virgin's beft refinance 

Yields to this commanding art. 

Study this fuperior fcience. 

Would you rife in chorch or ftatc ; 
Bid to truth a bold defiance, 

' Tis the praflice of the great. 

\E X P O S T U L A T I O N. 

Written in Distress. 

OGod ! fince all thy ways are juft. 
Why does thy heavy hand 
So fore afflid): the wretched duflr. 
Thou didft to life comxa'axvi^ 
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Thou fpeak'ft the word, the fenfclefs clay 

Was quick'ned with thy breath, 
Chearlefs to view the beams of day, 

And feek the ihades of death. 

Through ev*ry fcenc of life diftrefsM, 

As daughter, mother, wife ; 
When wilt thou clofe my eyes in reft. 

And take my weary life. 

To thee paft, prefent, and to come. 

Are evermore the fame j 
Thou knew'ft of all my woes the fum. 

E'er I my thoughts could frame. 

»Twas ^ou gav'ft paffion to my foul. 

And reafon al(b gave : 
Why diflft thou not make reafon rule, 

And paifion be its flave ? 

P pardon me, thou Pow^r Divine I 

That thus I dare prefume 
At thy correction to repine. 

Or murmur at my doom. 

Lord, give me penitence fincerc 

For ev'ry error paft, 
And though my trials arc fevere^ 

O give me peace at laft. 
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To the Reverend Dr. HALES. 

HAIL, holy fage ! whofe comprehenfive mhidi 
Not to this narrow fpot of earth confined, 
Thra' nuin*rous worlds can nature's laws explores 
Where none but Newton ever trod before % 
And, guided by philofophy divine. 
See thro' his works th* Almighty Maker fhine : 
Whether you trace him thro' yon rolling fpheres> 
Where, crowned with boundlefs glory, he appean; 
Or in the Orient fim's refplendentrays. 
His fetting lu(!re, or his noontide blaze. 
New wonders ftill thy curious fearch attend. 
Begun on earth, in higheft heav'n to end, 
O ! while thou doft thofe god-like works purfue^ 
What thanks, from human kind, to thee are due ! 
Whofe error, doubt, and darknefs, you remove, 
And charm down knowledge from her throne above. 
Nature, to thee, her choiceft fecrets yields. 
Unlocks her fprings, and opens all her fields ; 
Shews the rich treafure that her breaft contains. 
In azure fountains, or enamell'd plains ; 
Each healing ftream, each plant of virtuous ufe. 
To thee their medicinal pow'rs produce : 
Pining difeafe and anguifh mng their flight. 
And rofy health renews us to delight. 
When you, with art, the animal diflcd, 
Andj with the microfcopic aid, infpe^ 



t 
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Where, from the heart, unnumbci'd rivers glide. 

And faithful back return their purple tide ; 

How fiiie the mechaniim, by thee difplay'd ! 

How wonderful is ev'ry creature made ! 

Veflels, too fmall for fight, the fluids ftrain, 

Concod, digeft, aifimilate, fuftain: 

In deep attention, and furprize, we gaze. 

And, to lifers author, raptured, poor out praiie. 
What beauties doft thou open to the %bc, . 

Untwifting all the golden threads of light ! 
^ Each parent colour tracing to its (ourccj 
? Diftinft they live, obedient to thy force ! 

Nought from thy penetration is conceal Vl» 

And Light, himfelf, ihines^totbjrfouljneveal^A. 
So when the facred writings you difplay. 

And on the mental eye (bed purei* day ; 
'^ In radiant colours truth arrayed we iee, 
^ Confeis her charms, and guided up by thee^ 
^ . Soaring fublime, on contemplation's ^li^s, 
i ■ The fountain feek, whence truth eternal ffuriogi* 

Fain would I wake theconfecrated lytt^ 

And fing the fentiments thou didft infpire I 
I But find my ftrength unequal to a theme. 

Which afks a Mtlt9n\ or a Seraph's flame F 
\ If, thro* weak words, one ray of reaibn (hine. 

Thine was the thought, the errors only mine* 

Yet may thefe numbers to thy foul impart 

The humble incenfe of a grateful heart. 

Trifles, with Gop himfelf, acceptance find^ 

If ofFer'd with finccrity of mind % 
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Then, like the Deity, indulgence Ihew, 
Thou, moft like Him^ of all his works below. 

To Mr. C 1 B B E R. 

On his afking for fomething entire NEW 

WHEN you advisM me, Sir, tochufe 
Some odd new fubjeA for the mufe. 
From thought to thought unpleas'd I changed. 
Thro' nature, art, and fcience rang'd ; 
Yet ftill could nought difcover new. 
Till, happily, Ifix'd on you. 
Your Stoic turn, and chearful mind. 
Have marked you, out of all mankind. 
The oddeft theme my mufe can find^ 

Like other men, }rou nothing do; 
The world's one round of joy to you. 
The wife, the weak, the fot, the fage. 
Your hours can equally engage : 
Tho* fenfe and merit are your choice. 
You can with gayefi fops rejoice ; 
Can tafte them all, in feafon fit, 
And match their follies, or their wit. 

Truth has in you fo fix'd her feat. 
Not all your converfe with the great 
Has yet mifled you to deceit. 
Your breaft fo bare, fo free from blame. 
Why fure your heart and tongue's the fame ! 

Moft hearts the harder grow with years, 
Bflt^ours yet knd» ttf afiKxa.^^ ^«w^ \ 



Mrs. P i L K I N G T O N. 263 

Has merit pin'd in want and grief? 
Your bounteous hind has brought relief. 
To you, where frailty (hades the foul. 
One fhining grace commends the whole. 
Can no experience make you wifer. 
Nor age convert ydu to a mifer ? 

New too in other points I find you. 
Where modern wits are thrown behind you. 
Some praife a patron, and reveal him; 
You paint fo true, you can*t conceal him : 
Their gaudy praife, undue, but fhames him. 
While yours, by likenefe, only names him. 
Not wit, that libels, makes you grave. 
At what you fmile, my fenfe wou'd rave ; 
. While jealous bards by dunces ftung. 
With verfe provok'd, aveng'd the wrong. 
With an uncommon candour, you 
Such bards more humanely fubdue : 
Calm and compos'd, your confcious fpirit 
Can celebrate with praife their merit : 
Thus yielding conquer ; for furc nature 
Muft feel fuch praife fting worfe than fetyr. 

Still am I warm'd to fing your oddnefs. 
Your Angularity in goodnefs ! ** 

When to the wealthy and the great, 
Adorn'd with honours and eftate. 
My mufe, forlorn ! has fent her prayV, 
Shunn'd were the accents of defpair, 
'Till your excited pity fpcd her. 
And withcoUe£ted bounties fed her; 
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Chear'd her fad thoughts, like genial fpring. 
And tun*d once more her voice to fing« 
Bear then her grateful notes, and be 
Yourfelf her theme and harmony. 
Cou'd Ihe, like yours, exalt her hys^ 
Polite artificer of praife ! 
From the fweet fong you'd jealous grow^ 
And guard the laurel on your brow. 

If, which I know, thefe fa6b are true, •« ^ 

Confefs, at leaft, the verfe is new, | 

That publicly fpeaks well of you. •' 

To the Hon. Colonel D—NO^BE. 

SINCE fo oft to the great of my favours you booftj 
When, you know, you enjoyM but fome kiffisi 
atmoft; 
And thofe, as you fay, never ought to be fold» 
For love's too divine, to bebarter'd for goU. 
Since this is your maxim, I beg a receipt. 
To know, how without it a lover can eat. 
For tho' the fine heroes, we read in romancesy 
Subfifled whole weeks upon amorous fancies ; 
And yet were fo fbong, if thofe writers fay true^ 
That dragons, and giants, fbme thoufands they flew j 
Thofe chiefs were of origin furdy divine ! 
And defcended from Jovt^ as direfl as a line. 
But in our corrqpted, d^nerate days. 
We find neither heroes, nor lovers, like thefe : 
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Our men have fcarce courage to fpeak to a lafs, 
'Till they've had a full toeal, and a chirrupping glafs ; 
And fo much in myfelf of the mortal I find. 
That my body wants diet, as well as my mind. 

Now, pray, Sir, confidcr the cafe of your miftrefs. 
Who neither can kifs,' nor write verfe, in diftrcfs ; 
For Bacchusj and Ceres^ we frequently prove. 
Are friends to the mufes, as well as to love. 



To his Gra cB 

The Lord Archbifhop of 2^ O R K. 

ASS God, who now does, as in times of old, 
••'^ His high behefts to righteous men unfold j 
And from thick mifts purging the vifual ray. 
Beams on his chofen fons celeftial day ; 
Late to the pious Prelate, Toriy reveal'd. 
What from the fons of Belial lay concealM ; 
The many, flown with infolence and wine. 
Unfit, fuch cars, to hear of things divine. 

Behold, oh chofen meffenger of grace ! 
Said God, the wickednefs of human race ! 
Britain^ behold, my once-lov'd fav'rite iflc^ 
hOy all Impurities her face defile! 
Why are there prayVs, or public fafts proclaimed ? 
My pow'r is mock'd at, and my word blafphem'd ; 
Think they, vile worms ! with arts, or glofling lines, 
To *fcapc my vengeance, or deceive my eyes ? 

Voi. II. A a 
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No ; as to idol lufls their bodies bow. 

So (hall their limbs the foreign fields beftrew. 

Nay, cv'n the proud metropolis (hall feel 

The red-hot vengeance, and the murd'rous ftcd. 

Then holy yorJ^ the Lord of life befpoke : 
Oh, gracious God ! this dread decree revoke | 
Wilt thou, with wifdom, juftice, mercy crown'dj 
Alike the virtuous and the vile confound ? 
Twenty, perhaps, in Britain may'ft thou find. 
Who keep thy laws, and write them on their mini 
All, fure, (hall peri(h, by thy mighty word. 
But wilt thou fpeak in wrath ? — far be it from t? 
Ivord. 

To him, Jehovah : by myfelf, I fwear. 
For twenty's fake, the kingdom will I fpare. 

Oh, be not angry, while I plead again. 
Perhaps not twenty may be found, but ten ; 
Ten men, whom no temptation can fubdue. 
True to religion, to it's altars true. 

To him, Jehovah : as thy foul doth live. 
Find me but one, and England I forgive. 

View then, oh Lord ! yon minifter of ftate, 
See him, in ev'ry adion good and great ; 
Stemming corruption with an outftrctch'd hand ; 
Who, but himfelf, the torrent can withftand ? 
See him, like Niley difFufing bounty round. 
To blefs a barren, an ungrateful ground ; 
Thro' various channels pleafure to impart. 
To r^ife the fall'n, to chear the dying heart j 
Too oft, alas ! in the tranflucent wave 
Do crocodiles and yi'A^ ferj^iteVw^^ 
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Studious to poifon the delightful ftreara, 

Which unpoUute flows on ; — and mindful whence it 

came, 
Confcious of thee, it's facred hidden fource. 
To re-unite thy bounty, bends it's force.- 

Wifely thou fpeak'ft, the living Lord replyM, 
Nor be thou, righteous advocate, deny'd ; 
Superior worth arrefts the lifted rod, 
So dear is virtue in the fight of God ; 
Nor will I vengeance on the guilty take. 
But England i^zx^y for Terk and Pelbam\ fake. 

EPILOGUE 

ro VIRTUE TRIUMPHANT. 

DU C E on't, I wonder what the author means, 
To pcfter thus the ftage with moral fcenes ! 
The fool ! he fent me hither to cxcufe him ; 
Faith I'll be even with him, and abufe him. 
I hope he liftens, while I fpeak my thoughts 
And tell, what he muft bear to hear, his faults* 
Firft he endeavours^ in a free-born nation. 
To bring the wearing fetters into fafliion. 
Nor would have loving couples go together. 
Till they are yok'd by matrimonial tether. 
Here he does plainly liberty invade, 
And is befides an enemy to trade : 
Should his advice be followed thro' the land. 
What muft become of Drury^ arvA l\^^ Strand? 
A a z 



268 Mrs. PILKINGTON. 

In France^ when age appears thro' walls of paintj 

Each batter'd jade turns devote, or faint 5 

And when her looks no longer love infpire. 

Docs wifely to a nunnery retire : 

But here fliould pretty females leave off finning, 

What muft they do ? betake themfelves to fpinning! 

Why, furc, 'twou'd vex the heart of JeWy or TWri, 

To fee the pretty playful creatures work. 

Well, after all his railing thus at harlots, 

*Tis faid, he lik'd them once, by lying vairlets ; 

And that, unlels he perfe£lly had known 'em. 

He never cou'd fo perfccSlly have (hewn *cm. 

But, jefts apart, the poet bad me fey. 

He to the gen'rous fair commends this play. 

To iliew their matchlefs excellence defign'd. 

And cure the roving madnefs of mankind i 

To Ihew the fair, tho* hufbands may be led 

By artful wiles, to {lain the nuptial bed ; 

Yet virtue (hall, at laft, triumphant prove. 

And hufbands blefs the joys of faithful love. 

Studious the worthy and the good to pleafe, y 

If fuch with approbation crown his lays, | 

Our happy author fecks no other praife. ^ 

Written on her D E A T H -B E D. 

MY Lord, my Saviour, and my God, 
I bow to thy correcting rod ; 
Nor will I murmur or complain, 
Tho' cv'ry limb be fill'd with pain ; 
Tho* my weak tongae \ta 2SA ^wC\«^ 
And day-light wounds m7 ^i^xOwt^ c^^^. 
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Mrs. ELIZABETH ROWE 

WAS the eldcft daughter of Mr. Walter Singer^ 
and was born at Ilchefter in Somnfetjhirt^ 
Sept. 1 1, 1674. In 1 710, (he was married to Mr. 
Thomas Rowe ; a gentleman, who was equally re- 
markable for his learning and piety. 

This lady liad an excellent taftc for the polite 
arts ; fhe was fond of painting, and very much de- 
lighted with mufic ; but her flrongeft bent was to 
poetry and writing. As Ihe had always the ftrift- 
e(l regard to virtue and religion, her poems arc 
chiefly of the feriouskind, and on religious (libjeds. 
She died fudJenly (of an apoplexy as it was judged) 
on February 10^ I73^"7> and was buried, accord- 
ing to her own requeft, under the fame ftone with 
her father in the Meeting-place at Frome. 

*,j.* Befides her poems, there are publifhed g 
large colledion of her letters on moral and reli- 
gious fubje£h. She was alfo the author of that cele- 
brated work, entitled. Friend/hip in Deaths or Let-- 
tcrs from the Dead t 9 the Living* 
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POEMS 

BY 

Mrs. ELIZABETH ROWE. 
In Praise of MEMORY. 

Infcribed to the Honourable 

- The Lady fV O R S E L T. 

^ "D EST gift that heav'ns indulgence cou'd beftow ? 
■ ■*-' To thee our fureft happinefe we owe : 
Thou all the flying pleafures doft reftore. 
Which, but for thee, bleft Memory, were no more : 
For we no fooner grafp fome frail delight, 
'^ But ready for its everlafting flight. 

E'er we can call the hafly blifs our own> 
^ If not retain'd by thee, it is for ever gone. 

Thou to the fond fuccefsful lover's heart 
^ thoufand melting raptures doft impart *> 
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When, yet more lovely than hcrfeif, and kind. 
Thou bring'ft his fancy'd miftrefs to his mind ; 
The flatt'ring image wears a livelier grace, 
A fofter mien, and more inticing face. 

Thou from the flying minutes doft retrieve 
The joys, Clarindas wit and humour give ; 
Thofe joys that I had once poflefs'd in vain. 
Did not the dear remembrance ftill remain : 
She fpeaks, methinics, and all my foul infpires. 
Brightens each thought, and gives my mufe new fires* 
'Tis fhe that lends my daring fancy wings. 
Softens my lyre, and tunes its warbling firings. 

Thou only to the gwilty art fevere. 
Who the review of their paft adtions fear ; 
But to the innocent and virtuous mind. 
Art ftill propitious, fmiling ftill, and kind. 
To thee we all thofe charming pleafures owe, -* 

The pleafures that from gen'rous aftions flow, [ 

And they are ftill the nobleft we poflefs below. • 

HYMN 
To the D E I T Y. 

TO thee, my God, I hourly figh, 
But not for golden ftores i 
Nor covet I the brightcft gems 
On the rich Eaftemftioit^. 5 
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Nor that deluding empty joy. 

Men call a mighty name; 
Nor greatnefs in its gayeft pride 

My refilefs thoughts inflame. 

Nor plcafure*s foft enticing charms 

My fond deiires allure : 
For greater things than thefe from thee 

My wifhes wou'd fecure. 

Thofe blifsful, thofe tranfporting fmilca 

That brighten heav'n above. 
The boundlefs riches of thy grace. 

And trcafures of thy love. 

Thefe arc the mighty things I crave ; 

O ! make thefe bleffings mine, 
And I the glories of the world 

Contentedly rcfign, 

HYMN on the Sacramekt* 

AN D art thou mine, my deareft Lord ? 
Then I have all, nor fly 
The boldeft wifhes I can form 
Unto a pitch more high. 

Yes, thou art mine, the contrail's fcal'd 

With thine own precious blood ; 
And ev'n Almighty pow'r's engag'4 

To fee it all made good. 
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My fears diflblvc : for oh ! what more 

Could ftudious bounty do i 
What farther mighty proofs are left 

Unbounded love to fhcw ? 

My faith's confirm'd, nor wou'd I quit 

My title to thy love, 
For all the valuM things below. 

Or fliining things above. 

Nor at the profp'rous fmner's ftate 

Do I at all repine ; 
No, let *em parcel out the earth, 

While heav'n and thou art mine. 

DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

The Fallen Angels and a Human Spirit 
Juft entered into the other W o r l d. 

Human SPIRIT. 
T O N G ftruggling in the agonies of deadi, 
J—' With horror I refign'd my mortal breath : 
With horror long the fatal gulph I view'd. 
And fhiv'ring on its utmoft edges flood j . 
Till forc'd to take th' inevitable leap, 
Ihuriy'd headlong dowtviVv^ ^ooto^ fta^^ •, 
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And here of every hope bereft, I find 
Myfelf a naked, an unbody'd mind. 
My lov'd, my fond officious friends, in vain 
My fleeting foul endeavoured to retain ; 
In vain its blooming manfion did invite ; 
Grandeur, and w«alth, and love, and foft delight. 
With tempting calls in vain its flight would flay. 
When forc'd by the fevere decree away. 

'Tis pafl and all like a thin vifion gone. 

For which I have my wretched foul undone 5 
And wand'ring on this dark, detefled fbore. 
My eyes fhall view the upper light no more. 
Fallen ANGELS. 

Then welcome to the regions of difpair ! -| 

Thy ruin cofl us much defign and care, . > 

And thou hadft 'fcap'd, but for one happy {hare ; -^ 
And in the blifsful (kies fupply'd the place 
Of fome fall'n fpirit of our nobler race : 
Thou could'fl: the thirfl: of wine or wealth controul. 
And no malicious fin has flain'd thy foul ; 
But for the joys of one forbidden love 
Haft loft the boundlefs ecftafies above. 
Human SPIRIT. 

And all was freely, freely all was loft ; 
How dear has one fhort dream of pleafure coft ? 
But yet this fatal, this inchanting dream, 
I (hould, perhaps, beyond ev'n heav'n efteem. 
Were it as permanent ; but, ah ! *tis gone. 
And I a wretch abandon'd and undone, • 
Of God, of every fmiling hope, am left. 
And all my dear delights on earth b^tt&\ 
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While here for gilded roofs, and painted bow'rs, 
For plcafant walks, and beds of fragrant flow'rs, 
I find polluted dens, and pitchy ftreams. 
And burning paths, with beds of raging flames ; 
Inftead of mufic's fwcet infpiring found. 
Repeated yells, and endlefs groans go round : 
And for the lovely faces of my friends, 
,1 meet the ghaftly vifages of fiends ; 
A thoufand namelefs terrors are behind, 
Defpair, confufion, fury, feize my mind : 
But will my griefs no happy period find ? 
Fallen ANGELS. 

Count all the twinkling glories of the (ky, 
Count all the drops that in the ocean lie s 
Of all the earthly globe the atoms count. 
Eternal years their numbers flill furmount. 
Millions of tedious lingering ages gone. 
Thy mifery, thy hell, is but begun. 
As fix'd, as permanent, thy blifs had been. 
But for one darling, one beloved fm ; 
Cold to the baits of any other vice. 
Beauty alone could thy fond thoughts entice ; 
By this, (or all our flratagems had fail'd,) 
By this we o'er thy template youth prevailed. 
Poor, fottifh foul ! below our envy now. 
For what a toy didft thou a heav'n forego ? 
Human SPIRIT. 

O tell me not from what fair hopes I fell ! 
Juft miffing heaven, but aggravates my hell. 
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. Fallen ANGELS. 

Thou know'ft not what thou'ft loft, but we too well 
The glories of that happy place can tell. 
There endlefs heights of ecftacy diey prove. 
There's lafting beauty and immortal love. 
There flowing pleafures in full torrents roll ; 
For pleafures formM, this lofe muft rack thy foul. 
Human SPIRIT. 

With how much cruel art you aggravate 
My mifery's intolerable weight ? 

Fallen ANGELS. 

Our envy once, thou'rt now become ou^ (corHf 
In vain for thee the Son of God was bom 5 
That mighty favour, that peculiar grace. 
Too glorious for the fall'n angelic race, 
Serves only to exafperate thy doom. 
And give th' infernal fliades a darker ^oom. 
' Human SPIRIT. 

Oh ! that's the wounding circumftance of all. 
To lower depths of woe I cannot fall : 
Ye curft tormentors, now your rage is fpent. 
Your fiiry can no further hell invent ; 
<(V Saviour's title, a Redeemer's blood. 
Their worth, till now, I little underftood. 

DESPAIR. 

OH ! lead me to fome folitary gloom. 
Where no enliv'ning beams, nor chearful echoed 
come; 
Vol. II B b 
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But filent all, and duiky let it be. 

Remote and unfrequented, but by mc ; 

Myfterious, dofe, and fullen as that grief. 

Which leads me to its covert for relief. 

Far from the bufy world's detefted noife. 

Its wretched pleafures, and^diftradled joys ; 

Far from the jolly fools, who laugh, and plaj. 

And dance, and fmg, impertinently gay. 

Their fhort, ineftimable hours away; 

Far from the ftudious follies of the great. 

The tircfome farce of ceremonious ftatc : 

There, in a melting, folemn, dying ftrainy 

Let me all day upon my lyre complain. 

And wind up all its foft, harmonious ftrings. 

To noble, fcrious, melancholy things. 

And let no human foot, but mine, e'er trace 

The clofe reccffes of the facred place : 

Nor let a bird of chearful note come near. 

To whifpher out his airy raptures here. 

Only the penfive fongftrefs of the grove. 

Let her, by mine, her mournful notes improve; 

While drooping winds among the branches figh. 

And fluggifh waters heavily roll by. 

Here, to my fatal forrows let me give 

The Ihort remaining hours I have to live. 

Then with a fullen, deep-fetch'd-groan expire. 

And to the grave's dark folitude retire. 
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REVELATION. Chap. xvL 

ALR E ADY from before the facred throne 
The fev'n avenging minifters are gone ; 
Charg'd with the laft great plagues behold they fland. 
With each his various mifchief in his hand : 
&v*n trumpets give the fign, at ey'ry cal]. 
In order they the wrathful dregs let fall. 

A prelude founds : The firft his vial pours 
Amidft the air, enfu'd by fulph'rous fliow'rs ; 
While from their caves portentous tempefts rife. 
And pitchy clouds obfcure the angry fkies. 

They found again ; the ocean's briny flood 
The fecond vial turns to ftreaming blood : 
Again ; and lo ! a burning comet takes 
Its downward way, and drinks the frefher lakes ; 
Thclakes, the fwelling fprings, and running ftreams. 
Arc all a prey to its malignant beams. 

His fignal now the fourth great angel takes, 
And o'er the fun a livid venom (hakes ; 
Its beauteous orb a bloody tinfture wears. 
And with a fierce malignant horror glares : 
The filvcr moon refigns her trembling ray. 
While all the faint nofturnal lights decay. 

Another echcnng clangor (hakes the (ky 5 
And open wide th* infernal portals fly, 
Revealing all the difmal realms below, 
The dens of ni^t, and feats of endlefs woe \ 

Bb2 
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Amending fmoke pollutes the fickly air. 
While ruddy flames amidfl the darknefi glare. 

Now the fixth trumpet's direful founds fucceed ; 
And from their adamantine fetters freed, 
^Fhe raging fiends from long confinement come. 
With monflrous fhapes in open air to roam : 
A gloomy hoft ! in terrible array 
They march along ^ pale horror leads the way. 
And in its ghaflliefl form before them walks ^ 
Behind them empty defolation iblks. 

The feventh Ihrill trumpet utters now its voice, 
Through earth and hell refounds the dreadful noife: 
^* Arife, ye dead, arife to judgment ! come, 
^* And take, according to your works, your doom ! 

Th' extended fkies are rent from pole to pole^ 
The lightnings flafh, die ibal thunders roll. 
The graves divide, the fhu-tled dead awake^ 
And hov'ring fouls their former manfions take. 

HYMN of THANKS 
On my Recovery from tbe Small -Pox. 

MY God, my great deliv'rer, and my truft» 
My life, my love, and ev'ry tender name 
That makes my gratitude and homage juft^ 
Let heav'nly ardor all my foul inflame ! 

To thee, my mufe, fome tuneful gift would bring. 
And humbly confecratc her nobleft verie ; 

Fain would flic touch, fot ttvce^ her fweeteft ilrii^, 
And in immortal ftt^ina Ocv^j Vyi^ x€&Kwfe.. 
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But, oh ! what words of men can rtaA the theme ? 

What human eloquence exprefi'thy praife ? 
Immenfe thy powV, unfpeakSibk thy name. 

Thy throne furr ounded with majcftrc rays. 

Yet let my grateful zeal accepted prove, ' • 
Since weak mortality can give no more ; 

I cannot fpeak, *tis true, but I can love, 
I love, and, what I cannot praife, adore. 

On the I? E A T H of 

Mr. THOMAS R WE. 

IN what foft language fhall my thoughts get free, . 
My dear Alexis^ when I talk of thee ? 
Ye Mufes, Graces, all ye gentle train 
Of weeping loves, afEft the penfive ftrain ! 
But why fhould I implore your moving art ? 
*Tis but to fpeak the diftates of my heart. 
And all that knew the charming youth will join 
J Their friendly fighs, and pious tears to mine^: 
For all that knew his merit muft confefs^ 
In grief for him there can be no excefs. 
' His foul was form'd to aft each glorious part 

Of life, unftain'd with vanity or art. 
.. No thought within his gen'rous mind had birth. 
But what he might have own'd to hcav'n and earth. 
Pradtis'd by him, each virtue grew more bright. 
And fhone with more than its own natW^ \v^\., 
Bb 3 
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^Vhatever noble warmth could recommend 
The juft, the zStivCf and die conftant fnend. 

Was all his own ^but, oh ! a dearer name^ 

And fofter ties my endleis forrow claim ; 

Loft in defpair, diftnided, and forlorn. 

The lover I, and tender hufband mourn. 

^Vhate*er to fuch fuperior worth was due. 

Whatever excefs the*'fondeft paflion knew, 

I felt for thcc, dear youth ; my joy, my care, ^ 

My pray'rs themfclvcs were thine, and only where } 

Thou waft concernM, my virtue was iincere. 

"IVhcne'er I begg'd for bleffings on thy head. 

Nothing was cold, or formal, thatlfaid; 

My waroicftvows to heav'n were made for thee> 

And love'ftill mingled with my piety. 

O thou waft all my glory, all my pride ! 
Through lifc*s uncertain paths, my conftant guide : 
RcgarJlefs of the world to gain thy praife. 
Was all that could my juft ambition raife. 

Why has my heart this fond engagement known ? 
Or why has heav'n diflblv'd the tie fo foon ? 
VVliy was the charming youth fo formed to move i 
Or why was all my foul fo turn'd for love ? 
But virtue here a vain defence had made, 
VVhere fomuch worth and eloquence could plead. 

For he could talk ^'twas ecftacy to hear, 

Twas joy, 'twas harmony to ev'ry ear ! 
Eternal mufick dwelt upon his tongue. 
Soft and trahfporting as the mufe's fong : 
Lift'ning to hinj» my cares were charm'd to reft. 
And love, and filent i^ptui^ SV ^ TK^\i\^^ -^ 
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Unheeded the gay moments took their flight, 
.And time was only meafur'd by delight. 
I hear the lov'd, the melting accents ftill. 
And ftill the kind, the tender tranfport feci : 
Again I fee the fprightly paffions rife. 
And life and pleafure fparkle in his eyes. 
My fancy paints him now with ev*ry grace. 
But, ah ! the dear delufion mocks my fond embrace ; 
The fmiling viiion takes its hafty flight. 
And fcenes of horror fwim before my fight. 
Grief and defpair in all their terrors rife, 
A dying lover pale and gafping lies ; 
Each difinal circumftance appears in view. 
The fatal obje(9: is for ever new : 
His anguifh, with the quickeft knfe I feel, 
And hear this fad, this moving language ftilt. 
My deareft wife ! mylaft, my fondeft care ! 
Sure heav*n for thee will heara dying pray'r : 
Be thou the charge of facred Providence, 
When I am gone, be that thy kind defence ; 
Ten thoufand fmiling bleflings crown thy head. 
When I am cold, and number'd with the dead. 
Think on thy vows, be to my mem'ry juft. 
My future fame and honour are thy truft. 
From all engagements here I now am fi'ee. 
But that which keeps my lingering foul with thee. 
How much I love, thy bleeding heart can tell,. 
Which does, like mine, the pangs of parting feel ; 
But hafte to meet me on thofe happy plains. 
Where mighty love in endlefs triumph reigns,. 
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He ceas*d ; then gently yielded up his breath. 
And fell a blooming facrifice to death : 
But, oh! what words, what numbers can exprefs, 
What thought conceive the height of my diftrefs ? 
Why did they tear me from thy breathlefs clay ? 
I ihould have ftaid, and wept my life away. 
Yet, gentle (hade, whether thou now doft rove 
Through fomc bleft vale, or ever verdant grove ; 
One moment liften to my grief, and take 
The fofieft vows that conftant love can make. 

For thee all thoughts of pleafure I foregO) 
For thee my tears (hall never ceafe to flow ; 
For thee at once I from the world retire. 
To feed, in filent fliades, a hopelefs fire. 
My bofom all thy image (hall retain. 
The full impreflion there (hall ftill reqiain. 
As thou has taught my conftant heart to prove 
The nobleft height and elegance of love ; 
That facred paffion I to thee confine, 
My fpotlefs faith {hall be for ever thine. 
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ANNE, 
COUNTESS of Wincbelfta^ 

WA S daughter of Sir William KinifmUy of 
SidmoHtony in the county of Soutbamftm. 
She married Hmeagi^ fecond fon of Hinemgt Earl of 
fUncbil/ia; who, upon the death of his nephew 
darliSy fucceeded him in the title of Earl. 

This Lady was of an exceUent genius» eTpecially 
in poetry. One of the moft confiderable of her 
poems is the Ode $n tbi Spkeny which was univer- 
lally admired at its firft publication, and gave occa- 
fion to a poem by the famous Mr. Nicholas Rowe. 
Mr. Popi wrote a copy of verfes to this Lady, to 
which {he returned an anfwer, which is not in 
ferted among her works, but is here printed. 

She died, without ifliie, Augujl ^^ 1720. 
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POEMS 

B Y 

ANNE, Countefs oi Winchelfea. 

The BRASS POT and STONE JUGG. 
A FABLE. 



A Brazen Pot, by fcouring vcxt. 
With beef and pudding ftill perplext, 
Rcfolv' t* attempt a nobler life. 
Urging the Jugg to fharc the ftrife 
Brother, quoth he (bve to endear) 
Why (hould wc two continue here, 
To ferve and cook fuch homely cheer ? 
Who though we move with awkward pace, 
^ Your ftony bowels, and my face. 
Abroad can't mi(s of wealdi and place. 



} 
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Then let us inftantly be going. 

And fee what in the world is doing. 

The bloated Jugg, fupine and laz^t 

Who made no wi(h, but to be eafy, 

Nor» like its owner, e*er did think 

Of ought, but to be fill'd with drink ; 

Yet ibmething mov*d by this fine ftory» 

And frothing higher with vain-glory, 

ReplyM, he never wanted metal. 

But had not fides, like fturdy Kettle, 

That in a croud could ihove and buftle. 

And to preferment bear the juftle ; 

When die firft knock would break his meaiures. 

And ftop his rife to place and treafures. 

Sure (quoth the Pot) thy (kull is thicker 

Than ever was thy muddieft liquor : 

^o I not with thee for thy guard. 

To take off blows, and dangers ward f 

And haft thou never heard that Cully 

Is borne through all by daring Bully ? 

Yourfclf (reply 'd the drink-conveyer) 

May be my ruin and betrayer : 

A fuperiority you boaft. 

And drefs the meat, I but the toaft : 

Than mine your conftitution's ftronger. 

And in fatigues can hold out longer ; 

And (hould one bang from you be taken, 

I into nothing fhould be fhaken. 

A St autre cry'd the Pot in fcorn, 

Hoii think thcre^stucVv 2LN'\\\i\ti\>oxw^ 
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That, when he proffers aid and ftielter. 
Will rudely fall to helter-fkelter ? 

No more, but follow to the road. 

Where each now drags his pond'rous load. 

And up the hill were almoft clamber'd. 

When (may it ever be remember'd !) 

Down rolls the Jugg, and after rattles 

The moft perfidious of all kettles ; 

At ev'ry molehill gives a jump, 

Nor refls, till by obdurate thump, 

The Pot of Stone, to fhivers broken. 

Sends each mifguided fool a token : 

To {hew them, by diis fatal teft, 
^ That equal company is beft, L 

Where none opprefe, nor are opprcft. J 

There's No TO-MORROW. 
A FABLE. 

Imitated from Sir Roger VEJirange. 

TW O long had lov'd, and now the nymph dcfir'd 
The cloak of wedlock, as the cafe requlr'd ; i 
Urg'd that, the day he wrought her to this forrow. 
He vow'd, that he would marry her To-Morrow. 
Again he fwears, to fhun the prefent ftorm. 
That he, To-Morrow, will that vow perform. 

Vol. II. C c 
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ThoMorr. v.. ,.: .acir uuc i-iCijcfiions came; 
I iipuriLiiiiiill on each, the pregnant dame 
Ur-*J him to keep his word, and ftiU he fwore the 

fame. 
When tir*d at length, and meaning no redrcfi, 
But yet the l)c not caring to confefi, 
lie for his oath this falvo chofe to borrow, 
That lie was free, fince there was no To- Morrow j 
l"or when it comes in place to be employ'd, 
"I'ib then To-day J To-Morrow's nc*er cnjo/d. 

" The talc's a jcft, the moral is a truth 5 

^' To-Morrow and To- Morrow cheat our youth: 

c« Tn riper age, To-Morrow ftill we cry, 

' '• Not thinking that the prcfent day we die; 

«•' Unpra<aibM all the good we had defign'd ; 

*' There's No To-Morrow to a willing mind." 

The SPLEEN. 
A PINDARICK POEM. 

WH AT art thou, Spleen, which ev'ry thin 
doft ape ? 
Thou PrGteus to abusM mankind. 
Who never yet thy real caufe could find. 
Or fix thee to remain in one continued (hape. 
Still varying thy perplexing form. 
Now a dead fea thou'lt reprefent, 
A calm of frupid difcontent. 
Then dafliingoi\t\v^ioOfc^ \r\\ w^\^\\j5i ^^q^\s^ 
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Trembling fometimes thou doft appear, 

Diflblv'd into a panick fear ; 

On fleep intruding doft thy (hadows fprcad. 

Thy gloomy terrors round the filcnt bed, I 

And croud with boding dreams the melancholy head: J 

Or, when the midnight hour is told. 
And drooping lids thou ftill doft waking hold, 

Thy fond delufions cheat the eyes. 

Before them antick fpedtres dance, 
Unufual fires their pointed heads advance. 

And airy phantoms rife. 

Such was the monftrous vifion feen. 
When Brutus (now beneath his cares oppreft. 
And all Romis fortunes rolling in his brcaft, 

Before Pbilippi's lateft field. 
Before his fate did to O^avius lead) 

Was vanquilh'd by the Spleen. 

Falfely the mortal part we blame 

Of our depreft and pond'rous frame. 

Which, till thefirft degrading fin 

Let thee, its dull attendant, in. 

Still with the other did comply. 
Nor clogg'd the aftive foul difpos'd to fly. 
And range the manfions of its native fky. 

Nor whilft in his own hcav'n he dwelt, 

Whilft man his paradife pofleft. 
His fertile garden in the fragrant eaft^ 

And all united odours fmelt, 

C C 2 
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No armed fweets, until thy reign. 
Could {hock the fenfe, or in the face 
A flufh'd, unhandfome colour place. 
Now the jonquillc overcomes the feeble brain ; 
We faint beneath the aromatick pain. 
Till fome ofFcnfxve fcent thy pow'rs appeafe, 
And pleafure we refign for fbort, and naufeous ealci 

In ev'ry one thou doft poflefs, 
New arc thy motions, and thy drefs : 
Now in fome grove a lift'ning friend 
Thy falfe fuggcftions muft attend, 
'I'hy whifpcr'd gricfi?, thy fancy 'd forrows hear, 
Eicath'd in a figh, and witnefs'd by a tear ; 
Whihl in the light and vulgar croud, 
I'hy (laves more clamorous and loud. 
By laughters unprovok'd, thy influence too confefs. 
In the imperious wife thou vapours art. 
Which from o'er-heated paflions rife 
In clouds to the attractive brain. 
Until defcending thence again. 
Through the o'er-caft and fhowVmg eyes, 
Upon her hufband's foftcn'd heart. 
He the difputed point muft yield. 
Something refign of the contefted field ; 
Till lordly man, born to imperial fway. 
Compounds for peace to make that right away. 
And woman arm'd with Spleen docs fervilely obey. 



{ 



I 



The fool, to imitate the wits, I 
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And dulnefs) born with him, would lay 

Upon thy accidental fway ; 

Becaufefometimes thou dofl prefume 

Into the ableft heads to come : 

That often men of thoughts rcfin'd. 

Impatient of unequal fenfe. 
Such flow returns, where they fo much difpcnfe. 
Retiring from the croud are to thy fhades incUn'd. 

O'er me, alas ! thou doft too much prevail : -j 

I feel thy force whilft I againft thee rail ; L 

I feel my verfe decay, and my crampt numbers fail. J 
Through thy black jaundice I all objedls fee, 

As dark and terrible as thee. 
My lines decry 'd, and my employment thought 
An ufelefs folly, or prefumptuous fault : 

Whilft in the Mufes paths I ftray, 
Whilft in their groves, and by their facred fprings 
My hand delights to trace unufual things. 
And deviates'from the known and common way : 

Nor will in fading filks compofe 

Faintly th' inimitable rofe. 
Fill up an ill-drawn bird, or paint on glafs 
The fov'reign's blurr'd and undiftinguifh'd face, ( 
The threat'ning angel, and the fpeaking afs. J 

Patron thou art to ev'ry grofs abufe, 

The fullen huftand's feign d excufe. 
When the ill humour with his wife he fpenJs, 
And bears recruited wit and fpirits to hib friejids. 
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'1 Ik- foil of" Bj::h:is pleads thy powV, 
As to i!. J .j;l:;r> he ftill repairs, 
PrctL-iiJs but to remove thy cares. 
Snatch from thy {hades one gay and finiling hour. 
And drown thy kindom in a purple fliowV. 
When the coquette, whom ev'ry fool adnnires, 
WuulJ in variety be fair, 
A.uvi, changing haflily thefccne 
Vxoiw lii»ht, impertinent, and vain, 
Ali'jpK-.s a foft and melandioly air, 
AmvI of" her eyes rebates the wandering fires 
'Vh: c.irclcfs poflure, and the head rcclin'd, 

J l^c thoughtful and compofcd face, 
^\ ' -ciaiining the withdrawn, the abfent mind, 
.Mlow s ihc Top more liberty to gaze, 
A\ ho gently for the tender caufe inquires ; 
M !i? c:^vSc indeed is a dcfeft infenffc, 
N V L is tlic Spleen allcdg'd, and ftill the dull pretence. 
T?..t the fo are thy fantaftick harms, 
'.' l*.o tricks of thy pernicious ftage, 
1\ h'.ch do the v/eaker fort engage ; 
^\ of.: :.-. c t!io dire effects of thy more powVful chahnS' 
\\v th^'e relirjon, all we know, 
'Vb?.*: fhouid enlighten here below, 
].-; vei;'u in darknefs, and perplext -j 

V.'i;h afixious doubts, with endlefs fcruples vcxt, | 
AijCi fome reftraint imply'd from each perverted text"' 
Whilft touch not, tafte not, what is freely giv'n, 
I , b;it thy niggard voice, difgracing bounteous heav'fl» 
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From fpeech reftrain'd, by thy deceits abus'd, 
To defarts banifli'd, or in cells reclus'd, 
Miftaken vot'ries to thy pow'rs divine, 
Whiift they a purer facrifice defign. 
Do but the Spleen obey, and worfliip at thy (hrinc. 
In vain to chafe thee ev'ry art we try. 
In vain all remedies apply, 
In vain the Indian leaf infufc. 
Or the parch'd Eaftern berry bruife ; 
Some pafs in vain thofe bounds, and nobler liquors ufe. 
Now harmony in vain we bring, 
Infpire the flute, and touch the firing. 
From harmony no help is had ; ^ 

Mufic but fooths thee, if too fweetly fad, > 

And if too light, but turns thee gaily mad. ^ 

Though the phyfician's greateft gains. 
Although his growing wealth he fees 
Daily encreas'd by ladies fees. 
Yet doll thou baffle all his ftudious pains. 

Not fkilful Lower thy fource could find. 
Or through the well-diffedled body trace 
The fecret, the myflcrious ways. 
By which thou doft furprize, and prey upon the mind. 
Tho' in the fearch, too deep for human thought. 

With unfuccefsful toil he wrought, 
^ill thinking thee to'vc catch'd, himfclf by thee 
was caught, 
Retain'd thy prisoner, thy acknowlcdg'd flave. 
And funk beneath thy chain to a lamented grave. 
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The ATHEIST and the ACORN. 

ME T H I N K S the world is oddly made. 
And cv'ry thing's amifs, 
A dull prcfuming Atheift faid. 
As (Iretch'd he lay beneath a (hade ; 
And inftanced it in this : 

Behold, quoth he, that mighty things 

A Pumpkin large and round. 
Is held but by a little ftring, 
Which upwards cannot make it fpring. 

Or bear it from the ground. 

Wliilft on this Oak a fruit fo fmall. 

So difproportion'd grows ; 
That who with fenfe furveys this all. 
This univerfal cafual ball. 

Its ill contrivance knows* 

My better judgment would have hung 

That weight upon a tree. 
And left this maft, thus flightly ftrung, 
'Mongft things which on tlie furface fprung. 

And fmall and feeble be. 

No more the caviller could fay. 

Nor farther faults defcry ; 
For, as he upwards gazing lay. 
An Acorn, loofen'd from the ftay. 

Fell down u50Tv\v\^ t.^^% 
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Th' ofFcnded part with tears ran o'er, 

As punifh'd for the fin : 
Fool ! had that bough a Pumpkin bore. 
Thy whimfies muft have work'd no more. 

Nor Scull had kept them in. 

The YOUNG RAT and his DAM, 

The C O C K and the CAT. 

NO cautions of a matron, old and fage. 
Young Rattlehead to prudence could engs^e ; 
But forth the offspring of her bed would go. 
Nor reafon gave, but that he would do fo. 
Much counfel was at parting thrown away, 
Ev'n all that Mother-Rat to fon could fay ; 
Who followed him with utmoft reach of fight. 
Then loft in tears, and in abandon'd plight, 
Turn*d to her mournful cell, and bid the world 

good-night. 
But fortune, kinder than her boding thought. 
In little time the vagrant homewards brought, 
Rals'd in his mind, and mended in his dre(s. 
Who the belle-air did evVy way confefs. 
Had learnt to flow'r his wigg, nor brufh'd away 
The falling meal, that on his {boulders lay j 
And from a nutfhell, wimbled by a worm. 
Took fnuff, and could the government reform. 
The Mother, weeping from maternal love. 
To fee him thus prodigioufly im]jioxt> 



} 
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Expcfled mighty changes too within. 

And wifJom to avoid the Cat and Gin- 

Whom did you chiefly note, fwectheart, quoth flic, 

Of all the ftrangers you abroad did fee ? 

Who grac'd you moft, or did your fancy take ? 

The younger Rat, then curs'd a noify rake, ( 

That barr'd the bcft acquaintance he could make ; ) 

And fcar'd him fo, he trembled evVy part ; 

Nor to dcfc.ibe him fcarce could have the heart. 

High on his feet (quoth he) himfelf he bore. 

And terribly, in his own language, fwore 5 

A fcather'd arm came out from either fide, ^ 

Which loud he dapp'd, and combatants dcfy'd, ( 

And to each leg a bayonet was ty'd : J 

And certainly his head with wounds was fore ; 

For that and both his cheeks a fanguine colour wore. 

Near him there lay the creature I admir'd. 

And for a friend by fympathy defir'd : 

Make his, like ours, as far as tail and fe^t. 

With coat of furr in parallel do meet ; 

Yet feeming of a more exalted race. 

Though humble mecknefs beautify 'd his face : 

A purring found composed his gentle mind, 

Whilft frequent flumbers did his eye-lids bind ; 

Whofe foft contrafted paw lay calmly ftill. 

As if unus'd to prejudice, or kill. 

I paus'd awhile to meditate a fpeech. 

And now was ftepping juft within his reach ; 

When that rude clown began his hecft'ring cry. 

And made me for my life, and from th' attempt to fly. 
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Indeed 'twas time, the fhiv'ring beldam faid. 
To fcour the plain, and be of life afraid. 
Thou bafe, degen'ratc feed of injur'd rats, ^ 

Thou vericft fool (flic cry'd) of all my brats ; v 

Would'ft thou have fhaken hands with hoftilc cats? J 
And do'ft not yet thine own and country's foe. 
At this expence of time and travel know ? 
Alas ! that fwearing, flaring, bullying thing, 
That tore his throat, and blufter'd with his wing. 
Was but fome paltry, dunghill, Craven-Cock, 
Who ferves the early houfliold for a clock. 
And we his oats and barley often fteal. 
Nor fear he fliould revenge the pilfer'd meal : 
Whilft that demure and fceming harmlefs pufs 
Herfelf and mewing chits regales with us. 
If then of ufeful fenfe thou'ft gain'd no more. 
Than e'er thou'dfl: pafs'd the threfliold of my door j 
Be here, my fon, content to drefs and dine, ^ 

Steeping the. lift of beauties in thy wine, I 

And neighb'ring vermin with falfe glofs outihtne. J 

Amongft mankind a thoufand fops we fee. 
Who in their rambles learn no more than thee 5 
Crofs o'er the AlpSy and make the tour of France^ 
To learn a paltry fong, or antick dance ; 
Biinging their noddles and valizes pack'd 
With myfteries from fliops and taylors wreck'd : 
But what may prejudice their native land 5 •> 

Whofe troops are raifing, or whofe fleet is mann'd^ > 
Ne'er moves their thoughts, nor do they underftand. -* 
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Thou, my dear Ratdehead, and fuch as tbdk 
Might keep at home, and brood on floth and eafe : 
Whilft others, more adapted to the age. 
May vigVoufly in warlike feats engage, I 

And live on foreign fpoils, or dying thin the age. J 

To Mr. Fwch^ now Earl of fFtncbelfea, 

fFboy going abroad^ bad dejired Ardelia to 
write fome Verses uj>on whatever fubjeil 
Jhe thought fit^ againft his return in the 
evening. 

Written in the Ye a r 1689. 

NO fooner, Flavioy was you gone. 
But, your injunction thought upon> 
ArdeUa took the pen ; 
Defigning to perform the talk. 
Her Flavio did fo kindly afk. 
E'er he jeturn'd agen. 

Unto Parnajfus ftrait fhe fent. 
And bid the meffenger, that went 

Unto the Mufes court, 
Afliire them (he their aid did need. 
And begg'd they'd ufe their utmoft fpecd, 

Becaufe the time was fhort 
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The hafty fummons was allowed ; 

And being well-bred, they rofe and bow'd. 

And faid, they'd poft away j 
T^at well they did ArdiUa know. 
And that no female's voice below 

They fooner would obey. 

That many of that rhyming train, 
On like occafions fought in vain 

Their induftry t' excite ; 
But for Ardilia all they'd leave : 
Thus flatt'ring can the Mufe deceive, 

And wheedle us to write. 

Yet, fince there was fuch hafte rcquir'd \ 
To know the fubjedl *twas defir'd. 

On which they muft infufe ; 
That they might temper words and rules. 
And with their counfcl carry tools. 

As country-do£tor3 ufe. 

Wherefore to cut off all delays, 
'Twas foon reply'd, a hufband's praifc 

(Though in thefeloofer times) 
ArAelia gladly would rehearfe 
A hufband's, who indulg'd herverfe. 

And now required her rhymes, 

Vot. 11. D d 
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/^ huftanJ * cchoM all around : 
And to Parnajfus fure that found 

Had never yet been fent ; 
Amazement in each face was read. 
In haftc th' affrighted Sifters fled. 

And unto council went* 

Erato cry'd, fmcc GrizeTt days, 

Since Tr^-Town pleas'd» and Chevy-Cbaa^ 

No fuch defign was known ; 
And *twas their bus'neis to take care^ 
It reach'd not to the publick ear. 

Or got about the town. 

Nor came where ev'ning beaux were met 
O'er billet-doux and chocolate. 

Left it deftroyM the houfe ; 
For in that place who could difpenfe 
(That wore his cloaths with common fenfe) 
* With mention of a fpoufc ? 

*Twas put unto the vote at laft. 
And in the negative it paft. 

None to her aid (hould move j 
Yet fmce Ardelia was a friend, 
Excufcs 'twas agreed to fend. 

Which plaufible might prove. 
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That Pegafus of late had been 

So often rid through thick and thiJi, 

With neither fear nor wit ; 
In panegyrick been fo fpurr'd. 
He could not from the flail be ftirr'd. 

Nor would endure the bit. 

Melpomene had giv'n a bond, 
By the new houfe alone to ftand. 

And write of war and flfife ; 
Thalia^ fhe had taken fees. 
And ftipends from the patentees. 

And durft not for her life. 

Urania ♦ only lik'd the choice ; 
Yet not to thwart the publick voice. 

She whifp'ring did impart : 
They need no foreign aid invdce. 
No help to draw a moving ftroke. 

Who di^bte from the heart. 

Enough ! the plcas*d Ardelia cry'd ; 
And flighting ev'ry Mufe befide, 

Confulting now her breafl, 
Perceiy'd that ev'ry tender thought. 
Which from abroad fhe'd vainly foughtj 



9 



Did there in filence reft. 



* Urania is the heavenly Mufe, and fuppofcd to infpire 
thoughts of virtue. 

D d a 
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And (hould unmov'd that poft maintaui. 
Till in his quick return again. 

Met in fbme neighboring grove, 
(Where vice nor vanity appear) 
Her FUnfio them alone might hear. 

In all the founds of love. 

For fince the world does fo defpife 
HymifCi endearments and its ties. 

They fhould m}rfterious be ; 
Till we that pleafure too poflfefs 
(Which makes their fancy'd happineis) 

Of ftolen fecrecy» 

The EAGLE, the SOW, and the CAT. 

TH £ Queen of Birds, t' encreafe the r^ ftock, 
Had hatch*d her young ones in a ftately oak, 
Whofe middle part was by a Cat pofleft. 
And near the root with litter warmly dreft, I 

A teeming Sow bad made her peaceful neft. J 

(Thus palaces are cramm'd from roof to ground. 
And animals, as various, in them found.) 
When to the Sow, who no misfortune fear*d,^ 
Pufs with with her fawning compliment appeared. 
Rejoicing much at her deliv*ry paft. 
And that (he Ycap'd fo well, who bred fo faft. 
Then ev*ry little Piglin (he conunends. 
And likens them to all their fwinifh friends ; 
Beftows good wiihes, but with fighs implies, 
T/wr toTM dark feats do \u Vvfct \>oteai i^^. 
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Such tempting flefh, (he cries, will Eagles fpare ? 
Methinks, good neighbour, you ihould live in care : 
Since I, who bring not forth fuch dainty bits> 
Tremble for my unpalatable chits ; 
And had I but forefcen, the Eagle's bed 
Was in this fatal tree to have been fpread 5 
I fooncr would have kitten'd in the road. 
Than made this place of danger my abode. 
I heard her young ones lately cry for Pig, 
And pity'd you that were fo near and big. 
In frlendfhip this I fecretly reveal. 
Left pettitoes ihould make th' cnfuing meal ; 
Or elfe, perhaps, yourfelf may be their aim. 
For a Sow's paps have been a difli of fame. 
No more the fad, affrighted mother hears. 
But overturning all with boift'rous fears. 
She from her heJplefs young in hafte departs, 
Whilft Pufs afcends to prafiife farther arts. 
Tiie anti-chamber pafs'd, {he fcratch'd the door 5 
The Eagle, ne'ei* alarum'd fo before. 
Bids her come in, and look the caufe be great. 
That makes her thus difturb the royal feat ; 
Nor think of mice aUd rats fome pcft'ring tale 
Shall, in excufe of infolence, prevail. 
Alas ! my gracious lady, quoth the Cat, 
I think not of fuch vermin : moufc or rat 
To me are taftlefs grown ; nor dare I ftir 
To ufe my phangs, or to expofe my fur. 
A foe inteftine threatens all around. 
And ev'n this lofty fbuSure will confound j 
D d J 
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A peftilentiai SoW| a meazled pork 
On the foundation has been long at work, 
Help'd by a rabblci ifluM from her womb. 
Which (he has foftcr'd in that lower room ; 
Who now for acorns are fo madly bent. 
That foon this tree muft fall for their content. 
I would have fetch*d fome for th' unruly elves ; 
But 'tis the mob's delight to help themfelves : 
Whilft your high brood muft with the meaneft drop» 
And ftceper be their fall, as next the top $ 
Unlcfi you foon to Jupitir repair, 
And let him know die cafe demands his care. 
Oh ! may the trunk but ftand till you come back f 
But hark ! already fure, I hear it crack. 

A^^'ay, away The Eagle, allaghaft. 

Soars to the (ky, nor falters in her hafte : 
Whilft crafty Pufs, now o'er the eyry reigns, 
Replenifliing her maw with treach'rous gains. 
The Sow flie plunders next, and lives alone j ' 
The Pigs, the Eaglets, and the Houfe her own. 
«< Curs'd fycophants \ how wretched is the fate 
** Of thofe, who know you not, till 'tis too Ute P* 
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LOVE, DEATH, and REPUTATION. 

REputation, Love, and Death, 
(The laft all bones, the firft all breath. 
The midft cbmposM of reftlefs fire) 
From each other would retire j 
TTirough the world refolv'd to ftray. 
Every one a feveral way ; 
Exercifing, as they went. 
Each fuch power as fate had lent ; 
"Which, if it united were, 
"Wretched mortals could not bear : 
But as parting friends do (how 
To what place they mean to go, 
Correfpondence to engage, 
dominate their utmoft Aage ; 
Death dedarM, he would be found 
Near the fatal trumpet's found j 
Oi where peftilenccs reign. 
And quacks the greater plagues maintain $ 
Shaking ftill his fandy glafs. 
And mowing human flefh like grafs* 
irove, as next his leave he took, 
Caft on both fo fweet a look. 
As their tempers near difarm'd. 
One relaxM, and t* other warm'd 5 
Shades for his retreat he chofe, 
Rural plains, and foft repofe ; 
Where no dowry e'er was paid. 
Where no jointure e'er was made ^ 
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No ill tongue the nymph pcrplex'd. 
Where no forms the (hepherd vcx'd 5 
Where himfdf (hould be the care. 
Of the fond, and of the fair : 
Where that was they foon (hould knoWt 

Au Rcvoir f then turnM to go. 

Reputation made a paufe. 

Suiting her feverer laws ; 

Second thoughts, and third (he us'd^ 

Weighing confequences mus'd : 

When at length to both (he cry*d. 

You two fafely may divide. 

To the Antipodis may fall, 

And re-afcend th' encompafs'd ball ; 

Certain flill to meet agen 

In the breafts of tortur'd men ; 

Who by one (too far) bctray'd. 

Call in t' other to their aid : 

Whilft I tender, coy, and nice, 

Rais'd and ruin'd in a trice. 

Either fix with thofe I grace \ 

Or abandoning the place. 

No return my nature bears, 

From green youth, or hoary hairs ; 

If through guilt, or chance, I fever, 

I once parting, part for ever, 

TheDECisioNof FORT U N E. 
A FABLE. 
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:Jl man beholding, to his neighbour cry'd, 
'Whoe'er would catch this dame muft fwiftly ride. 
3i4ark how flie feems to fly, and with her bears, 
AH that is worth a bufy mortal's cares : 
"The gilded air about her ftatue fliines. 
As if the earth had lent It all her mines ; 
At random here a diadem (he flings, 
. And there a fcarlet hat with dangling firings, 
:^d to ten thoufand fools ten thoufand glorious 

things. 

Shall I then ftay at home, dull and content 
With quarter-days, and hard extorted rent ? 
^o, Pll to horfe, to fca, to utmoft ifles. 
But ril encounter her propitious finiles : 
Whilft you in flothful cafe may cbufc to fleep. 
And fcarce thy few paternal acres keep. 
Farcwel, reply'd his friend, may you advance. 
And grow the darling of this lady Chance ! 
Whilft I indeed, not courting of her grace. 
Shall dwell content in this my native place. 
Hoping I ftill (hall for your friend be known : 
But if too big for fuch acquaintance grown, 
I Ihan't be fuch a fond miftaken fot, ^ 

To think remembrance fliould become my lot ; L 
When you exalted, have yourfelf forgot. J 

Nor me ambitious ever ihall you find. 
Or hunting Fortune, who, they fay, is blind : 
But if her want of fight fhould make her ftray. 
She ibould be welcome if fhe came this way. 
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'Tis very like (the undertaker cry'd) 

That Ihe her i\eps to thcfe loft paths ihould guide 

But I loie time whilil I fuch thoughts deride. 

Away he goes, with expe£tation chear'd, ■ j) 

But when his courfe he round the world had fteer'd, v 

And much had borne, and much had hopMand fear*d| 

Yet could not be inform'd where he might find 

This fickle miftrefs of all human-kind : 

He quits at length the chace of flying game, ^i 

And back as to his neighbour's houfe he came, 1 

He there encounters the uncertain dame ; 

Who, lighting from her gaudy coach in hafte. 

To him her eager fpeeches thus addreft. 

Fortune behold, who has been longperfu'd^ 

Whilft all the men, that have my ffdcpdors view'd, 

Madly enamoured, have fuch flatt'ries fbi^g'd. 

And with fuch lyes their vain pretenfions urg'd. 

That hither I am fled to (hun their fuits. 

And by free choice conclude their vain difputes ; 

Whilft I the owner of this manfion blefs» 

And he unfeeking Fortune fhall poSkfs. 

Though rightly charg'd as fomething dark of figjit, 

Yet merit, when 'tis found, is my delight j 

To knaves and fools, when Fve fome grace allow'dj 

'T has been like fcatt'ring money in a croud. 

To make me fport, as I beheld them ftrive. 

And fomc obfcrv'd (through age) but half alive ; 

Scrambling amongft the vigorous and youngs I 

One proves his fword, and one his wheeling tonguci I 

All ftriving to obtain me right or wrong : 

Whilft crowns 2xA ciotwa va^^ cwAR^\y^s^^^ 

Shcw'd me a farce \n Ocve coi»Xfeiv^Nw?,^^^\^* 



OF WINCHELSEA. 311 

"Tiou wert deluded, whilft with (hip or ftecd 

"Ticwi lately didft attempt to reach my fpeed, 

^d by laborious toil and endlefs pains 

•idft fell thy quiet for my doubtful gains : 

^^Thilft he alone my real fav'rite rifes, - 

^ho every thing to its juft value prizes, I 

^nd neither courts, nor yet my gifts defpifes. J 

iThc HOG, the SHEEP, and GOAT, 
Carrying to a Fair. 

WH O does not wifli ever to judge aright, 
And in the courfe of life's affairs, 
X'o have a quick and far-extended fight. 

Though it too often multiplies his cares ? 
And who has greater fenfe, but greater forrow (hares ? 

TThis felt the Swine, now carrying to the knife ; 

And whilft the Lamb and filent Goat 
Xn the fame fatal cart lay void of ftrife. 

He widely ftretches his foreboding throat, 
3Dcaf ning the eafy crew with his outragious note. 

"The angry driver chides th* unruly beaft. 

And bids him all his noife forbear ; 
Nor be more loud nor clam'rous than the reft. 

Who with him travell'd to a neighboring fair. 
And quickly ihould arrive, and be unfettered there. 
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This, quoth the Swine, I do believe, tls true, 

And fee we're very near the town ; 
Whilft thefepoor fooli of fhort and bounded view, 

Think 'twill be well when you have (cC thcmdoin^ 
And easM one of her milk, the other of her gown. 

But all the dreadful butchers in a row 
To my far-fearching thoughts appear, 

\Vho know indeed we to the fliambles go, 

Whilll I, whom none but Beelzebub would (halt, 

Nor but his dam would milk, muft for my carcafe fear. 

But tell me then, will it prevent thj hX!t I 

The rude unpitying farmer cries ; 
If not, the wretch who taftes his fnlPrings late. 

Not he, who through th* unhappy future pries, 
Muft of the two be held moft fortunate and wife. 

C 17 P / Z> and F O L L Y. 

Imitated from the FRENCH. 

CUPID, e'er deprived of fight, 
Young and apt for all delight. 
Met with Folly on the way. 
As idle, and as fond of play. 
In gay fports the time they pafs ; 
Now run, now wreftle on the grafs j 
Their painted wings then nimbly ply, 
And cv'ry way for maft^r^ try : 
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Till a conteft does arife, 
^WKo has won th* appointed prize. 
• Gende Love refers the cafe 
To the next that comes in place-; 
Trufting to his flattVing wiles. 
And foftens the difpute with finiJcs, 
But Folly, who no temper knows. 
Words perfues with hotter blows : 
Till the eyes of Love were loft. 
Which has fuch pain to mortals coft. 
Venus hears his mournful cries. 
And repeats 'em in the fkies, 
To Jupiter in council fet. 
With peers for the occafion met j 
In her arms the boy fhe bears. 
Bathing him in falling tears ; 
And whilft his .want of eyes is (hown. 
Secures the judges by her own. 
Folly to the board muft come, • 
And hear the trial and the doom ; 
Which Cytherea loudly prays 
May be as heavy as the cafe : 
Which, when aH was juftly weigh'd, 
CupicTs wings now ufelefs made. 
That a ftafF his feet muft guide. 
Which would ftill be apt to Aide ; 
This decree at laft was read. 
That Love by Folly (hould be led. 
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To Lady W I N C H E L S El 

Occaiioned by fome Vsmisinthc 

R A P E of the LOCK. 

By Mr. POP E. 

IN vain you boaft poetic names of yore. 
And cite thofe Sapphocs we admire no more : 
I ate doom'd the fall of ev'ry female wit, 
But doom'd it then when fir ft Ardelia writ. 
f )f all examples by the world confeft 
I knew Ardelia could not quote the bed, 
AVlio, like her miftrefc on Britannid^ throne, 
J'^ights and fubducs in quarrels not her own* 
To write their praife you but in vain cflay ; 
J:^v'n while you write, you take that praife awiy : 
Light to the ftars the fun does thus reftore, 
And (hines himfelf till they are feen no more. 

ANSWER 

To the foregoing VERSES. 

DISARMED with fo genteel an ajr. 
The conteft 1 give o'er j 
Yet Alexander have a care. 
And (hock the fex no more. 
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We rule the world, our life's whole race. 

Men but afllime that right; 
Firft flaves to cv*ry tempting face. 

Then martyrs to our fpitc. 

You of one Orpheus (ure have read. 

Who would like you have writ 
Had he in London town been bred» 

And polifh'd to his wit ; 

But he poor foul thought all was well^ 

And great ihould be his fame. 
When he had left his wife in hell. 

And birds and beafts could tame. 

Yet venturing then with fcoffing rhymes 

The women to incenfe, 
Refenting heroines of thofe times 

Soon punifli'd his ojfFence. 

And as the HebrusxcAYA his fcull. 

And harp befmear'd with blood. 
They clafhing as the waves grew full 

Still harmonizM the flood. 

But you our follies gently treat. 

And fpin fo fine the thread. 
You need not fear his aukward fate. 

The lock won't coft the head. 
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